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PREFACE 


Casar’s Wife was suggested by Madame de Lafayette’s 
La Princesse de Clives. It is one of the most exquisite novels 
that has ever been written. Short though it is and written 
in the restrained manner of the time, for it is contemporary 
with the tragedies of Racine, it is in the grand style. The 
theme is tragic, the triumph of will over passion, and it is 
unfolded with a delicate subtlety that was new to fiction. 
Indeed, it is according to the critics with this little book 
that the psychological novel was born. The story is not 
very well known, I think, to English readers of the present 
day, so that I may be forgiven, perhaps, if I briefly narrate it. 
Monsieur de Cléves had fallen in love with his wife at first 
sight, but was well aware that she had for him no more than 
affection; but his respect and admiration for her were so 
great that when, inviting his aid in her distress, she told 
him that she loved another, he accepted her confession 
with sympathy. The drama lies in the effort of Monsieur 
de Cléves to overcome his jealousy and in his wife’s 
to master her passion. It is beautiful to see the skill 
with which Madame de Lafayette depicts the gradual disin- 
tegration of this great gentleman’s character. He has the 
decorum of the grand siétcle, that lively sense of what he owes 
his own dignity, and something of that stoical heroism 
which his contemporaries learnt from Corneille or which he 
discovered in the world around him; he is exasperated at 
his inability to crush a vice that he despises, but human 
nature is too strong for him, and by degrees he becomes 
mean, petty, suspicious and irritable. The situation is un- 
folded with sobriety, the tone is never raised above that 
seemly to persons of good breeding; there is no vehemence, 
and the expression of the most violent emotion is kept 
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within the bounds of proptiety. But the emotion is deep 
and true. 

I thought that it would be interesting to treat this theme 
in a modern way. I had been often reproached for writing 
only about unpleasant people, and though I did not think 
the reproach justified, I was not averse from trying to write 
a play in which all the characters were estimable. I thought 
it possible to devise a piece in which the persons were 
virtuous without being insipid and in which duty and honour 
triumphed over temperament. But it was not in my plan 
to make my hero succumb feebly to a passion he disdained. 
Monsieur de Cleves, making too great a demand on human 
nature, fails in a dozen small ways; it is true to life, but, such 
is our own weakness, it makes him in the end somewhat 
antipathetic. You would sooner he committed some act 
of violence than be so weakly querulous. It is exasperating 
that against all reason he should be convinced of his wife’s 
infidelity and go catch a fever and die. He had not indeed 
the strength of character to play the heroic part for which 
he had cast himself. I did not see why a man should not 
play it to the end if he had courage, tolerance and self- 
control; but tolerance and self-control are virtues that the 
old learn, they seldom come naturally to the young; so I 
made my hero an elderly man. This further explained and 
excused the wife’s infatuation for the pleasant young secre- 
tary. I had always felt it a weakness in Madame de Cleves, 
with her good sense, excellent upbringing and sound 
principles, that she should so casually fall for the flighty 
handsome young man who was the Duc de Nemours. This 
happens every day, but it is not satisfactory in fiction. And 
since honour, which was a reasonable motive for action in 
the seventeenth century and which, I suppose, is nothing 
more than self-respect, would in these days fail to convince, 
I brought in patriotism to help me to make Violet’s abnega- 
tion reasonable. By doing this, of course, I limited the 
success of the play to this country, since patriotism is a 
motive that does not travel; it is faintly ridiculous to a 
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German or an American that an Englishman should make 
sacrifices for England. Caesar’s Wife will to me remain a 
pleasing memory for the beautiful performance that Miss 
Fay Compton gave in the part of Violet. The gesture with 
which she held out her arms to her lover after she had sent 
him away for good and all and he had miserably gone, had 
a gtace, tenderness and beauty the like of which I have 
never before or since seen on the stage. 

East of Suez purports to be a play of spectacle. I had long 
wanted to try my hand at something of the sort and a visit 
to China presented me with an appropriate setting. The 
bare bones of a story that I had for twenty years from time 
to time turned over in my mind, recurred to me. It seemed 
very well suited to my purpose. I kept my ears open and 
from this person and that heard little incidents that fitted in 
with my scheme and gave it the fullness, colour and variety 
that it needed. For the first and only time in my career as 
a dramatist I wrote the scenario which the professors of 
play-writing teach their pupils to do. It is a practice in 
which I have always felt there was great danger. For 
one thing, it is very difficult to hold in the mind’s eye 
the whole development of a play; the imagination 
(mine, at least) provides you only with the important 
scenes, the beginning, the curtains of the acts, and 
the end, it leaves out the necessary scenes of transition, 
the scenes of preparation, and the scenes necessary to the 
mechanism of the play; these passages will in a scenario 
generally be set down perfunctorily, to make it coherent, 
and when you come to write your play you will very likely 
find that the fact of having written them down cramps you. 
Having forced your imagination to work by an effort of 
will, it fails then to work with proper freedom. It seems 
to me better to keep your general idea in your head, with 
your theme and your chief scenes fluid, as they must be 
before they are set down in black and white, and trust to 
the natural development by which, if you have the dramatic 
instinct, one scene leads to the next. A scenario seems also 
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to paralyse the amiable and useful little imp that dwells 
in your fountain pen and does for you all your best writing. 
The prudent writer gives him his head and if the little fellow 
has a mind to write something quite different from what he 
intended, knows that it is only common sense to yield. 
After all it is to this wily sprite that is due whatever merit 
the ignorant ascribe to the unimportant instrument who 
holds the pen. But the story of East of Suez was so compli- 
cated that I thought it necessary to construct a very detailed 
scenario. I must admit that it made the subsequent writing 
an easy matter. In a play of this sort, in which exotic and 
beautiful scenery is used to divert the eye and crowds to 
give movement and colour, it is evident that the spectacle 
should be an integral part of the theme. Looking back, I 
realise that in my inexperience I did not always adhere to 
the canon and in this edition I have omitted a marriage 
procession which I inserted because I thought this common 
sight in a Chinese city picturesque and amusing, but which 
had nothing to do with my story. On the other hand, I 
cannot think that anyone who saw the play will have for- 
gotten the thrilling and strangeness of the mob of 
Chinese, monks and neighbours, who crowded in when the 
wounded man was brought in after the attempted assassina- 
tion in the fourth scene. With their frightened gestures and 
their low, excited chatter they produced an effect of great 
dramatic tension. 

The last play in this volume is The Sacred Flame. In this 
I attempted a greater elaboration of dialogue than I had 
been in the habit of using. In certain passages I tried, quite 
deliberately, to make my characters use not the words and 
expressions that they would have used in real life on the 
spur of the moment and in the give and take of conversation, 
but words and expressions that they might have used if they 
had had time to set their thoughts in order. Several very 
good critics blamed my dialogue for being ‘literary,’ more 
suitable to a novel than to the stage, and I realised myself, 
on hearing it with an audience, that it was sometimes none 
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too easy to speak. I did not insist. I was in the position of 
the tenant of a house whose lease is running out; even 
though he finds certain things about it inconvenient, it is 
not worth his while to attempt structural alterations. In 
the plays I have written since I have reverted to the natural- 
istic dialogue that seems to comply with the requirements 
of the present day. 

Nevertheless I have a feeling that I was on the right track, 
and I will ask the reader to have patience with me while I 
discuss for a little this matter of dialogue. Mr. St. John 
Ervine some time ago wrote a little book called How to 
Write a Play. Mr. Ervine is a dramatist as well as a critic 
and his book is pithy and sensible. It is one that any writer 
for the theatre can study with profit. He has some interesting 
things to say about dialogue and especially about Mr. Noel 
Coward’s. He finds it commonplace and dull. He contends 
that the dramatist should “heighten and lengthen and deepen 
the common speech and yet have it seeming to be the 
common speech.” 

Now dialogue has for a generation been growing more 
naturalistic and it was inevitable that some dramatist would 
eventually write it in a way that exactly copied the average 
talk, with its hesitations, mumblings and repetitions, of 
average people. I do not suppose anyone can do this with 
more brilliant accuracy than Mr. Coward. It adds to the 
difficulty of the author’s task; for it is evident that when he 
represents dull and stupid people they will be as stupid and 
dull on the stage as in real life and they will bore us in the 
same way. Moreover, when the writer who confines himself 
to naturalistic dialogue exposes his theme or joins together 
the various parts of his story (and I should think it was 
impossible to write a play in which certain explanations of 
no interest in themselves can be avoided) he will only with 
difficulty hold the attention of the audience. He will 
certainly do this more easily if he can bring himself to gild 
the pill. The dramatist thus limits himself to characters that 
are in themselves exciting and amusing and to a theme that 
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is from the beginning of the first act to the end of the last 
naturally absorbing. It is asking a great deal. I may point 
out in passing that as Ibsen’s dialogue grew more naturalistic 
he was led to deal with more and more abnormal characters. 
But I do not think there is so much difference between Mr. 
Coward’s practice and Mr. Ervine’s theory as Mr. Ervine 
seems to think. One seeks to reproduce dialogue; the other 
to represent it. Mr. Ervine tells us that the talk of the 
characters in a play must be “selected and manipulated and 
trimmed.” “The sentences,” he goes on, “must not be too 
well or preciously written: they must not be grammatical, 
and yet they must not be too ungrammatical.” The idea is 
the same, and it seems to me that if Mr. Coward tightened 
up his dialogue a little there would be nothing in it that 
Mr. Ervine could legitimately complain of. First of all, let 
me hazard a suggestion that the current fashion to be slangy, 
brief and incoherent has blinded the dramatists to the fact 
that a great many people do talk grammatically, do choose 
their words, and do make use of well-turned phrases. My 
impression is that if Mr. Ervine read a shorthand report of 
his own conversation over the luncheon table he would be 
surprised to find how bookish it was. The present mode in 
dialogue debars the writer from introducing into his play 
people who express themselves in an educated manner. It 
may be true that the English are tongue-tied, but are they 
so tongue-tied as the dramatists nowadays pretend? Listen 
to the conversation of barristers, doctors, politicians, 
parsons, and you will find that they speak quite naturally in 
a way that on the stage would certainly be thought stilted. 
Stage dialogue has been simplified out of all relation with 
life but that of the cocktail bar. It is a pity. The fashion of 
to-day prevents any reference on the stage to the great 
subjects of human life and the most profound thoughts of 
human beings. It is to this, I think, that may be ascribed 
the childishness with which the continental critics often 
charge the English drama. It does not seem to me that the 
French and German dramatists make so great a distinction 
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as we do between the spoken and the written word. It gives 
them the opportunity to treat of psychological states as we, 
trammelled by realism, may not. The cinema has done so 
many things better than the spoken drama can do them that 
it has made it futile for the spoken drama to attempt them. 
The spoken drama, if it is going to survive, must surely 
look for its material in places where the pictures cannot 
compete with it. They have made physical action more than 
a trifle tame, but the drama depends on action, and so it 
looks as though the drama must henceforward deal with 
action that is purely spiritual. But if he is going to seek to 
represent states of mind and affections of the soul, the 
dramatist handicaps himself unnecessarily if he confines 
himself to the baldness of contemporary speech. I do not 
see why he should not put into the mouths of his characters, 
not what they would naturally say under the circumstances, 
but what they would say if they knew how to put into words 
their true and considered thoughts. It is probable that for a 
moment an audience used to naturalistic dialogue would 
think the words strange, but an audience can be coaxed or 
driven to accept any formula. Representation is merely an 
esthetic procedure like another: naturalism is no more to be 
preferred to formalism than a leg of mutton toa sirloin of 
beef. Now that naturalistic dialogue has been carried as 
far as it can go I cannot but think it might be worth 
while trying a dialogue that does not reproduce the 
conversation of the day and only vaguely represents it, but 
is deliberately and significantly formal. 

But I know that reason has little effect on men; if you 
wish to turn them from an evil course you must appeal to 
their emotions. I would beg the tender-hearted reader 
therefore to consider the hard life that is led by a character 
ina play. We happy-go-lucky persons who live in the world 
surrender to one impulse after another, but to him no such 
freedom is permitted. Necessity holds him in an iron grasp. 
He cannot go for a walk without a sound dramatic reason, 
he cannot leave a room till his presence is no longer required, 
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nay, he may not even move from one chair to another 
without a convincing motive. If he has a revolver in the 
drawer of his desk he is almost bound to shoot himself with 
it. A pain in the first act is fairly certain to kill him in the 
last. If there is a mill-stream or a lake in the vicinity he is 
sure to throw himself in it, and if he climbs a mountain or a 
steeple, he will undoubtedly break his neck. If he backs a 
horse it is certain to lose and a flutter on the Stock Exchange 
will inevitably ruin him. However upright his principles, 
should chance throw him on a desert island or the break- 
down of his car lead him to a strange hotel and there is a 
woman there, even though he has never set eyes on her 
before, he cannot but have intimate relations with her. The 
consequences will be disastrous. He is the natural prey of 
the adventurer and the blackmailer. Nor must he expect a 
happy life at home. If his wife is old she will bully or bore 
him, and if she is young will be grossly unfaithful to him. 
The joys of parenthood are denied him, for the birth-rate 
among dramatis persone makes the French appear wildly 
prolific; but should he have a son he will be a thorn in his 
flesh, he will either forge a cheque, get a servant girl into 
trouble or at the best tell his unhappy father in no uncertain 
terms, where he gets off. The most he can hope of a daughter 
is that she will marry someone he does not approve of; it is 
much more likely that she will be seduced and then exultingly 
refuse to be made an honest woman. 

I do not deny that the advance of civilisation has brought 
some alleviation to his lot. He can now have a girl to 
tea in his rooms without hopelessly compromising her, he 
can even kiss a pretty woman in a public place with the 
certainty that no one will come by and discover him, and he 
can leave indiscreet letters anywhere he likes without 
danger of their being found. Whenever he urgently wants to 
see someone he can be sure that he will walk in; he can call 
up a friend on the telephone without any fear of finding the 
number engaged, and indeed the person with whom he 
wishes to speak is pretty certain to be waiting for the call 
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with the receiver in his hand; if he rings the bell a servant 
answers it with a celerity the rest of us can only marvel at, 
and should he want a cup of tea or a whisky and soda it is 
brought him in the twinkling of an eye. Finally, if he desires 
to smoke, his cigarette case is always provided with cigarettes 
and his lighter never fails to work. Nevertheless, these are 
but trivial compensations for a life of trouble. In past times 
the person of a play purged your soul and mine of pity and 
terror by declaiming at considerable length in verse, blank 
ot otherwise, and so enabled us to consider the misfortunes 
of our friends and neighbours without undue concern; for 
this the best critics assert is the purpose of tragedy. But even 
this solace is now denied him. It may be that he may now 
talk to us only in prose, but that he should be confined to 
unfinished sentences, phrases not grammatical enough to 
offend our ears, interjections, expletives, shrugs of the 
shoulder and waves of the hand, is monstrous inhumanity. 


CHSAR’S WIFE 


A COMEDY 
in Ubree Acts 


CHARACTERS 


Str ARTHUR LitTLE, K.C.B., K.C.M.G. 
RONALD PARRY 

HENRY PRITCHARD 

RICHARD APPLEBY, M.P. 

OsMAN PasHA 

VIOLET 

Mrs. ETHERIDGE 

Mrs. PRITCHARD 

Mrs. APPLEBY 


An English Butler; Native Servants; an Arab Gardener. 


The scene is laid in Cairo, in the house and garden of the 
British Consular Agent. 


CHSAR’S WIFE 
THE FIRST ACT 


SCENE: The morning-room in the Consular Agent’s house at 
Cairo. The windows are Arabic in character and so are the 
architraves of the doors, but otherwise it is an English room, 
airy and spacious, The furniture is lacquer and Chippen- 
dale, there are cool chintzes on the chairs and sofas, cut roses in 
glass vases, and growing azaleas in pots; but here and there an 
Eastern antiquity, a helmet and a coat of mail, a piece of 
woodwork, reminds one of the Mussulman conquest of Egypt; 
while an ancient god in porphyry, graven images in blue pottery, 
blue bowls, recall an older civilisation still. 

When the curtain rises the room is empty, the blinds are down so as 
to keep out the heat, and it is dim and mysterious. A SERVANT 
comes in, a dark-skinned native in the gorgeous uniform, red 
and gold, of the Consular Agent’s establishment, and draws the 
blinds. Through the windows is seen the garden with palm- 
trees, oranges and lemons, tropical plants with giant leaves; and 
beyond, the radiant blue of the sky. In the distance is heard the 
plaintive, guttural wailing of an Arab song. A GARDENER if 
a pale blue gaberdine passes with a basket on his arm. 


SERVANT: Es-salam ’alékum (Peace be with you). 


GarbEneR: U’alékum es-Salam warahmet Allah wa barakata 
(And with you be peace and God’s mercy and blessing). 


[The SERVANT goes out. The GARDENER Stops for a 
moment to nail back a straggling creeper and then goes 
on his way. The door is opened. Mrs. APPLEBY 
comes in with ANNE ETHERIDGE and they are 
Jollowed immediately by VioLET. ANNE is a woman 
of forty, but handsome still, very pleasant and sym- 
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pathetic; she is a woman of the world, tactful and self- 
controlled. She is dressed in light, summery things. 
Mrs. Appiesy is an elderly, homely woman, soberly 
but not inexpensively dressed. The wife of a North- 
country manufacturer, she spends a good deal of money 
on rather dowdy clothes. VIOLET ts a very pretty 
young woman of twenty. She looks very fresh and 
English in her muslin frock; there is something 
Spring-like and virginal in her appearance, and her 
manner of dress ts romantic rather than modish. She 
suggests a lady in a Gainsborough portrait rather than a 
drawing in a paper of Paris fashions. Luncheon is just 
finished and when they come in the women leave the 
door open for the men to follow. 


Mrs. AppLEBy: How cool it is in here! This isn’t the room 
we were in before lunch? 


ANNE: No. They keep the windows closed and the blinds 
drawn all the morning so that it’s beautifully cool when 
one comes in. 

Mrs. Appresy: I suppose we shan’t feel the heat so much 
when we’ve been here a few days. 

ANNE: Oh, but this is nothing to what you'll get in Upper 
Egypt. 

VioueT: [As she enters.| Is Mts. Appleby complaining of 
the heat? I love it. 

ANNE: Dear Violet, wait till May comes and June. You 
don’t know how exhausting it gets. 

VioLet: I’m looking forward to it. I think in some past life 
I must have been a lizard. 

Mrs. Appesy: I dare say the first year you won’t feel it. I 
have a brother settled in Canada, and he says the first 
year people come out from England they don’t feel the 
cold anything like what they do later on. 


ANNE: I’ve spent a good many winters here, and I always 
make a point of getting away by the fifteenth of March. 
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Mrs. AppteBy: Oh, are you staying as late as that? 

ANNE: Good gracious, no. You make Lady Little’s heart 
positively sink. 

VioLEt: Nonsense, Anne, you know we want you to stay as 
long as ever you can. 

Anne: I used to have an apartment in Cairo, but I’ve given 
it up now and Lady Little asked me to come and stay at 
the Agency while I was getting everything settled. 

Mrs. AppLesy: Oh, then you knew Sir Arthur before he 
matried? 

ANNE: Oh, yes, he’s one of my oldest friends. I can’t help 
thinking Lady Little must have great sweetness of 
character to put up with me. 

VIoLET: Or you must be a perfect miracle of tact, darling. 

Mrs. Appitesy: My belief is, it’s a little of both. 

Anne: When Arthur came to see me one day last July and 
told me he was going to marry the most wonderful girl 
in the world, of course I thought good-bye. A man 
thinks he can keep his bachelor friendships, but he never 
does. 

Mrs. AppLteBy: His wife generally sees to that. 

VioteT: Well, I think it’s nonsense, especially with a man 
like Arthur who'd been a bachelor so long and naturally 
had his life laid out before ever I came into it. And 
besides, I’m devoted to Anne. 

ANNE: It’s dear of you to say so. 

VIOLET: I came here as an absolute stranger. And after all, I 
wasn’t very old, was IP 

Mrs. AppLtesy: Nineteen? 

VioLet: Oh, no, I was older than that. I was nearly twenty. 

Mrs. Appiesy: [Swi/ing.]| Good gracious! 

VioLET: It was rather alarming to find oneself on a sudden 
the wife of a man in Arthut’s position. I was dreadfully 
self-conscious; I felt that everybody’s eyes were upon me. 
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And you don’t know how easy it is to make mistakes ina 
country that’s half Eastern and half European. 

ANNE: To say nothing of having to deal with the re- 
presentatives of half a dozen Great Powers all out- 
rageously susceptible. 

Vio.ter: And, you know, there was the feeling that the 
smallest false step might do the greatest harm to Arthur 
and his work here. I had only just left the schoolroom 
and I found myself almost a political personage. If it 
hadn’t been for Anne I should have made a dreadful mess 
of things. 

ANNE: Oh, I don’t think that. You had two assets which 
would have made people excuse a great deal of in- 
experience, your grace and your beauty. 


VIOLET: You say very nice things to me, Anne. 


Mrs. AppLeBy: Your marriage was so romantic, I can’t see 
how anyone could help feeling very kindly towards you. 

VioLer: There’s not much room for romance in the heart of 
the wife of one of the Agents of the foreign Powers 
when she thinks she hasn’t been given her proper place 
at a dinner party. 

Mrs. AppLesy: I remember wondering at the time whether 
you weren’t a little overcome by all the excitement 
caused by your marriage. 

VIOLET: I was excited too, you know. 

Mrs. AppLesBy: Everyone had always looked upon Sir 
Arthur as a confirmed bachelor. It was thought he cared 
for nothing but his work. He’s had a wonderful career, 
hasn’t her 

Viotet: The Prime Minister told me he was the most 
competent man he’d ever met. 

ANNE: I’ve always thought he must be a comfort to any 
Government. Whenever anyone has made a hash of 
things he’s been sent to put them straight. 
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Viotet: Well, he always has. 


Mrs. AppLeBy: Mr. Appleby was saying only this morning 
he was the last man one would expect to marry in haste. 

Viotet: Let’s hope he won’t repent at leisure. 

ANNE: [Swiling.] Mrs. Appleby is dying to know all about 
it, Violet. 

Mrs. AppLesy: I’m an old woman, Lady Little. 

Viotet: [Gaz/y.] Well, I met Arthur at a week-end party. 
He’d come home on leave and all sorts of important 
people had been asked to meet him. I was frightened out 
of my life. The duchesses had strawberry leaves hanging 
all over them and they looked at me down their noses. 
And the Cabinet Ministers’ wives had protruding teeth 
and they looked at me up their noses. 

ANNE: What nonsense you talk, Violet! 

VioLeT: I was expecting to be terrified of Arthur. After all, 
I knew he was a great man. But you know, I wasn’t a bit. 
He was inclined to be rather fatherly at first, so I cheeked 
him. 

Anne: I can imagine his surprise. No one had done that for 
twenty years. 

VioLter: When you know Arthur at all well you discover 
that when he wants anything he doesn’t hesitate to ask 
for it. He told our hostess that he wanted me to sit next 
to him at dinner. That didn’t suit her at all, but she 
didn’t like to say no. Somehow people don’t say no to 
Arthur. The Cabinet Ministers’ wives looked more like 
camels than ever, and by Sunday evening, my dear, the 
duchesses’ strawberry leaves began to curl and crackle. 

Anne: Your poor hostess, I feel for her. To have got hold 
of a real lion for your party and then have him refuse to 
bother himself with anybody but a chit of a girl whom 
you’d asked just to make an even number! 

Mrs. AppLeBy: He just fell in love with you at first sight? 


Viotet: That’s what he says now. 
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Mrs, Appiesy: Did you know? 

ViotEt: I thought it looked very like it, you know, only it 
was so improbable. Then came an invitation from a 
woman I only just knew for the next week-end, and she 
said Arthur would be there. Then my heart really did 
begin to go pit-a-pat. I took the letter in to my sister and 
sat on her bed and we talked it over. “Does he mean to 
propose to me,” I said, ‘‘or does he not?” And my sister 
said: “I can’t imagine what he sees in you. Will you 
accept him if he does?” she asked. “Oh, no,” I said. 
““Good heavens, why he’s twenty years older than I am!” 
But of course I meant to all the time. I shouldn’t have 
cared if he was a hundred, he was the most wonderful 
man I’d ever known. 

Mrs. AppLesy: And did he propose to you that week-end, 
when he’d practically only seen you once before? 

ViotetT: I] got down in the afternoon and he was there 
already. As soon as I swallowed a cup of tea he said: 
“Come out for a walk.” Well, ’d have loved a second 
cup, but I didn’t like to say so, so I went. But we had a 
second tea in a cottage half an hour later, and we were 
engaged then. 

[APPLEBY comes in with OSMAN PasHa. Mr. ApPLEBY 
ts a self-made man who has entered Parliament; he is 
about sixty, grey-bearded, rather short and stout, with 
some accent in his speech, shrewd, simple and good- 
natured. He wears a blue serge suit. OSMAN PASHA 
is a swarthy, bearded Oriental, obese, elderly but 
dignified; he wears the official frock-coat of the 
Khedivial service and a tarbush. 


AppLesy: Sir Arthur is coming in one moment. He is 
talking to one of his secretaries. 

VioueT: Really, it’s too bad of them not to leave him alone 
even when he’s snatching a mouthful of food. 


OsMAN PasHa: Vous permettez que j’apporte ma cigarette, 
chére Madame. 
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Viotet: Of course. Come and sit here, Pasha. 


AppLesy: I wanted to tell his Excellency how interested 1 
am in his proposal to found a technical college in Cairo, 
but I can’t speak French. 

VioLtEt: Oh, but his Excellency understands English 
perfectly, and I believe really he talks it as well as I do, 
only he won't. 

OsMAN PasHa: Madame, je ne comprends l’anglais que 
quand vous le parlez, et tout galant homme sait ce que 
dit une jolie femme. 

ANNE: [Translating for the AppLesys.] He says he only 
understands English when Lady Little speaks it, and 
every nice man understands what a pretty woman says. 


VioLteET: No one pays me such charming compliments as 
you do. You know I’m learning Arabic. 


OsMAN Pasna: C’est une bicn belle langue, et vous, Madame, 
vous avez autant d’intelligence que de beauté. 


VrioLEtT: I have a Copt who comes to me every day. And I 
practise a little with your brother, Anne. 

ANNE: [To Mrs. Appitesy.] My brother is one of Sir 
Arthur’s secretaries. I expect it was he that Mr. Appleby 
left with Sir Arthur. 

VioteT: If it is I shall scold him. He knows quite well that 
he has no right to come and bother Arthur when he’s in 
the bosom of his family. But they say he’s a wonderful 
Arabic scholar. 

Osman Pasua: Vous parlez de M. Parry? Je n’ai jamais 
connu un Anglais qui avait une telle facilité. 

ANNE: He says he’s never known an Englishman who 
speaks so well as Ronny. 

VIOLET: It’s a fearfully difficult language. Sometimes my 
head seems to get tied up in knots. 

[Iwo SAIses come in, one with a salver on which are coffee 
cups and the other bearing a small tray on which is a 
silver vessel containing Turkish coffee. They go round 


12 CAHSAR’S WIFE ACT I 


giving coffee to the various people, then wait in silence. 
When Str ARTHUR comes in they give him his coffee 
and go out. 

ANNE: It’s wonderful of you to persevere. 


Viotet: Oh, you know, Ronny’s very encouraging. He 
says I’m really getting on. I want so badly to be able to 
talk. You can’t think how enthusiastic I am about 
Egypt. I love it. 

Osman Pasua: Pas plus que l’Egypte vous aime, Madame. 


Viotet: When we landed at Alexandria and I saw that blue 
sky and that coloured, gesticulating crowd, my heart 
leapt. I knew I was going to be happy. And every day 
I’ve loved Egypt more. I love its antiquities, I love the 
desert and the streets of Cairo and those dear little 
villages by the Nile. I never knew there was such beauty 
in the world. I thought you only read of romance in 
books; I didn’t know there was a country where it sat by 
the side of a well under the palm trees, as though it were 
at home. 

OsmMAN PasHa: Vous étes charmante, Madame. C’est un 
bien beau pays. Il n’a besoin que d’une chose pour 
qu’on puisse y vivre. 

ANNE: [Trans/ating.| It’s a beautiful country. It only wants 
one thing to make it livable. And what is that, your 
Excellency? 

OsMAN Pasua: La liberté. 


Appiesy: Liberty? 

[ARTHUR has come in when first VIOLET begins to speak of 
Egypt and he listens to her enthusiasm with an 
indulgent smile. At the Pasha’s remark he comes 
forward. ArtuurR LitrLe is a man of forty-five, 
alert, young in manner, very intelligent, with the 
urbanity, self-assurance, tact, and resourcefulness of the 
experienced diplomatist. Nothing escapes him, but be 
does not often show how much be notices. 
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ArtuHur: Egypt has the liberty to do well, your Excellency. 
Does it need the liberty to do ill before it loses the 
inclination to do it? 

VioteT: [To Mrs. Appiesy.] I hope you don’t mind 
Turkish coffee? 

Mrs. APPLEBY: Oh, no, I like it. 

Viotet: I’m so glad. I think it perfectly delicious. 

ARTHUR: You have in my wife an enthusiastic admirer of 
this country, Pasha. 

OsMAN PasHa: J’en suis ravi. 

Artuur: I’ve told Ronny to come in and have a cup of 
coffee. [To ANNE.] I thought you’d like to say how d’you 
do to him. 

ANNE: Are you very busy to-day? 

Artuur: We’re always busy. Isn’t that so, Excellency? 

OsMAN PasHa: En effet, et je vous demanderai permission 
de me retirer. Mon bureau m’appelle. 

[He gets up and shakes hands with VioLEr. 


VIOLET: It was charming of you to come. 


OsmMAN PasHa: Mon Dieu, Madame, c’est moi qui vous 
remercie de m’avoir donné l’occasion de saluer votre 
grace et votre beauté. 

[He bows to the rest of the company. ARTHUR leads him 
towards the door and he goes out. 


ANNE: You take all these compliments without turning a 
hair, Violet. 

Artuur: [Coming back.] You know, that’s a wonderful old 
man. He’s so well-bred, he has such exquisite manners, 
it’s hard to realise that if it were possible he would have 
us all massacred to-morrow. 

AppLesy: I remember there was a certain uneasiness in 
England when you recommended that he should be 
made Minister of Education. 
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ArtuHur: They don’t always understand local conditions in 
England. Osman is a Moslem of the old school. He has 
a bitter hatred of the English. In course of years he has 
come to accept the inevitable, but he’s not resigned to it. 
He never loses sight of his aim. 

Appiesy: And that is? 


ArtHuR: Why, bless you, to drive the English into the sea. 
But he’s a clever old rascal, and he sees that one of the 
first things that must be done is to educate the Egyptians. 
Well, we want to educate them too. I had all sorts of 
reforms in mind which I would never have got the 
strict Mohammedans to accept if they hadn’t been 
brought forward by a man whose patriotism they 
believe in and whose orthodoxy is beyond suspicion. 

ANNE: Don’t you find it embarrassing to work with a man 
you distrust? 


Arruur: I don’t distrust him. I have a certain admiration 
for him, and I bear him no grudge at all because at the 
bottom of his heart he simply loathes me. 


AppLesy: I don’t see why he should do that. 


ArtHur: I was in Egypt for three years when I was quite a 
young man. I was very small fry then, but I came into 
collision with Osman and he tried to poison me. I was 
very ill for two months, and he’s never forgiven me 
because I recovered. 

AppLeBy: What a scoundrel! 


ArtHur: He would be a little out of place in a Non- 
conformist community. In the good old days of Ismael 
he had one of his wives beaten to death and thrown into 
the Nile. 

AppLesy: But is it right to give high office to a man of that 
character? 


ArrHur: They were the manners and customs of the times. 


Mrs. AppLesy: But he tried to kill you. Don’t you bear him 
any ill will 
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ArtHour: I don’t think it was very friendly, you know, but 
after all no statesman can afford to pay attention to his 
private feelings. His duty is to find the round peg for the 
round hole and put him in. 

ANNE: Why does he come here? 

ArtHur: He has a very great and respectful admiration for 
Violet. She chaffs him, if you please, and the old man 
adores her. I think she’s done more to reconcile him to 
the British occupation than all our diplomacy. 

Mrs. AppLeBy: It must be wonderful to have power in a 
country like this. 

VioLeT: Power? Oh, I haven’t that. But it makes me so 
proud to think I can be of any use at all. I only wish I 
had the chance to do more. Since I’ve been here I’ve 
grown very patriotic. 

[RONALD Parry comes in. He is ayoung man, very good- 
looking, fresh and pleasant, with a peculiar charm of 
manner. 

ArtuHur: Ah, here is Ronny. 

Ronny: Am I too late for my cup of coffee? 

Vio.ET: No, it will be brought to you at once. 

Ronny: [Shaking hands with VioLEt.] Good morning. 

VIOLET: This is Mr. Parry. Mr. and Mrs. Appleby. 

Ronny: How d’you do? 

ArtTHuR: Now, Ronny, don’t put on your Foreign Office 
manner. Mr. and Mrs. Appleby are very nice people. 

Mrs. AppLesy: I’m glad you think that, Sir Arthur. 

Artutr: Well, when you left your cards with a soup ticket 
from the F.O. my heart sank. 

AppLesy: There, my dear, I told you he wouldn’t want to be 
bothered with us. 

ARTHUR: You see, I expected a pompous couple who knew 
all about everything and were going to tell me exactly 
how Egypt ought to be governed. A Member of 
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Parliament doesn’t inspire confidence in the worried 
bosom of a Government official. 

Vioter: I don’t know if you think you’re putting Mr. and 
Mrs. Appleby at their ease, Arthur. 

ArtuHur: Oh, but I shouldn’t say this if I hadn’t been most 
agreeably disappointed. 

Mrs. Appiesy: I never forget the days when Mr. Appleby 
used to light the kitchen fire himself and I used to do the 
week’s washing every Monday morning. I don’t think 
we’ve changed much since then, either of us. 

ArrHur: I know, and I’m really grateful to the Foreign 
Office for having given you your letter. 

Mrs. Appuesy: It’s been a great treat to us to come and see 
you. And it’s done my heart good to see Lady Little. If 
you don’t mind my saying so she’s like a spring morning 
and it makes one glad to be alive just to look at her. 

VioLer: Oh, don’t! 


ARTHUR: I’m inclined to feel very kindly to everyone who 
feels kindly towards her. You must enjoy yourselves in 
Upper Egypt and when you come back to Cairo you 
must let us know. 


AppLesy: I’m expecting to learn a good deal from my 
journey. 

ArtHuR: You may learn a good deal that will surprise you. 
You may learn that there are races in the world that seem 
born to rule and races that seem born to serve; that 
democracy is not a panacea for all the ills of mankind, but 
merely one system of government like another, which 
hasn’t had a long enough trial to make it certain whether 
it is desirable or not; that freedom generally means the 
power of the strong to oppress the weak, and that the 
wise statesman gives men the illusion of it but not the 
substance—in short, a number of things which must be 
very disturbing to the equilibrium of a Radical Member 


of Parliament. 
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ANNE: On the other hand, you'll see our beautiful Nile and 
the temples. 

Arruur: And perhaps they’ll suggest to you that however 
old the world is it’s ever young, and that when all’s said 
and done the most permanent on the face of the earth is 
what seems the most transitory—the ideal. 

AppLEBY: Fanny, it looks to me as though we’d bitten off as 
big a piece of cake as we can chew with any comfort. 

Mrs. Apptesy: Oh, well, we'll do our best. And though I 
never could do arithmetic I’ve always thought perhaps 
one might be saved without. Good-bye, Lady Little, 
and thank you for having us. 

VioLET: Good-bye. 

[There are general farewells and they go to the door. 
Ronny opens it for them. They go out. 

Ronny: I forgot to tell you, sir, Mrs. Pritchard has just 
telephoned to ask if she can see you on a matter of 
business. 

Artuur: [With a grim smile.| Say ’'m very busy to-day, and 
I regret exceedingly that it will be quite impossible for 
me to see her. 

Ronny: [With a twinkle in bis eye.) She said she was coming 
round at once. 

ArtuHour: If she’s made up her mind to see me at all costs she 
might have saved herself the trouble of ringing up to 
find out if it was convenient. 

ANNE: Your sister is a determined creature, Arthur. 

ArtHurR: I know. I have some authority in the affairs of 
this country, but none over dear Christina. I wonder 
what she wants. 

VioLet: Let us hope for the best. 

ARTHUR: I’ve noticed that whenever anyone wants to see 
me very urgently it’s never to give me anything. When 
Christina wants to see me urgently my only safety is in 
instant flight. 


18 CASAR’S WIFE ACT I 


VioLet: You must be nice to her, Arthur. If you’re not 
she'll only take it out of me. 

ARTHUR: It’s monstrous, isn’t it? 

Viotet: After all, she kept house for you for ten years. 
Admirably, mind you. 

ArtHur: Admirably. She has a genius for order and 
organisation in the house. Everything went like 
clockwork. She never wasted a farthing. She saved 
me hundreds of pounds. She led me a dog’s life. I’ve 
come to the conclusion there’s nothing so detestable as a 
good housekeeper. 

Viotet: How fortunate you married me, then! But you 
can’t expect her to see that point of view. It’s very hard 
for her to be turned out of this very pleasant billet, and 
it’s natural that when you won’t do something she asks 
you she should put it down to my influence. 

ANneE: It must have been a very difficult position for you. 

Viotet: I did all I could to make her like me. I did feel 
rather like a usurper, you know. I tried to make her see 
that I didn’t at all want to put on airs. 

ArtTuHuR: Fortunately she’s taken it very well. I confess I 
was a little nervous when she told me she meant to stay 
on in Egypt to be near her son. 

ANNE: It would be a detestable person who didn’t like 
Violet, I think. 

ArtuHur: Detestable. I should have no hesitation in having 
him deported. 

Ronny: I think I’d better be getting back to my work. 

ANNE; Oh, Ronny, would you like me to come and help 
you with your packing? 

Vio.eT: [To Ronny.] Are you going somewhere? 

Ronny: [’m leaving Cairo. 

ANNE: Didn’t you know? Ronny has just been appointed to 
Paris. 
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VioteT: Is he going to leave Egypt for good? 

[She 2s taken aback by the news. She clenches her hand on 
the rail of a chair; ArrHuR and ANNE notice the 
little, instinctive motion. 

Ronny: I suppose so. 


VioLeT: But why was it kept from me? Why have you been 
making a secret of it? 


ArtTHuR: Darling, no one’s been making a secret of it. J—I 
thought Anne would have told you. 


VIoLet: Oh, it doesn’t matter at all, but Ronny has been in 
the habit of doing all sorts of things for me. It would 
have been convenient if ’'d been told that a change was 
going to be made. 


ArtuHur: I’m very sorry. It was only arranged this morning. 
I received a telegram from the Foreign Office. I thought 
it would interest Anne, so I sent Ronny along to tell her. 

ViouET: I hate to be treated like a child. 

[There is a moment's embarrassment. 


ANNE: It was stupid of me. I ought to have come and told 
you. I was so pleased and excited that I forgot. 


Vioxtet: I don’t quite know why you should have been so 
excited. 

ANNE: It will be very nice for me to have Ronny so near. 
You see, now I’ve given up my flat I shan’t come to 
Egypt very often and I should never have seen Ronny. I 
can run over to Paris constantly. Besides, it’s a step, isn’t 
it? And I want to see him an Ambassador before I die. 

VioLtet: I don’t see what good it will do him in Paris to 
speak Arabic like a native. 

Artuur: Oh, well, that is the F.O. all over. The best 
Persian scholar in the Service has spent the last six years 
in Washington. 

Ronny: It’s been a great surprise for me. I expected to 
remain in Egypt indefinitely. 


20 CHBSAR’S WIFE ACT I 


Viotet: [Recovering herse/f.] I expect you’ll have a very good 
time in Paris. When do you go? 

Ronny: There’s a boat the day after to-morrow. Sir 
Arthur thought I’d better take that. 

VIOLET: [Scarcely mistress of berself.| As soon as that! 
[ Recovering, gaily.) We shall miss you dreadfully. I can’t 
imagine what I shall do without you. [To ANNE.] You 
can’t think how useful he’s been to me since I came here. 

Ronny: It’s very kind of you to say so. 

VioLET: He’s invaluable at functions and things like that. 
You see, he knows where everyone should sit at dinner. 
And at first he used to coach me with details about 
various people so that I shouldn’t say the wrong thing. 

Artuur: If you had you’d have said it so charmingly that 
no one would have resented it. 

Viouet: I’m so afraid that the man who takes Ronny’s 
place will refuse to write my invitations for me. 

ARTHUR: It’s not exactly the duty of my secretaries. 

ViouET: No, but I do hate doing it myself. And Ronny was 
able to imitate my handwriting. 

ArtHuR: I’m sure he could never write as badly as you. 

ViouzT: Oh, yes, he could. Couldn’t your 

Ronny: I managed to write quite enough like you for 
people not to notice the difference. 

Vio.teT: You know, there are thirty-two invitations to do 
now. 

ANNE: Why don’t you send cards? 

Viotet: Oh, I think a letter is so much more polite. Some- 
how I don’t feel old enough to ask people to dine with 
me in the third person. 

Ronny: [ll come and do them the moment Sir Arthur can 
let me go. 

ARTHUR: You’d better do them before Violet goes out. 
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Viotet: That'll be very soon. The Khedive’s mother has 
asked me to go and see her at half-past three. I'll get the 
list now, shall IP I don’t think I'll wait for Christina. If 
she wants to see you on business I dare say she’d rather I 
wasn’t there. 

ArtHur: Very well. 

Viouet: [To Ronny.] Will you come here when you’re 
ready? 

Ronny: Certainly. 

[She goes out. 

ArtTHuR: -Have you finished that report yet? 

Ronny: Not quite, sir. It will be ready in ten minutes. 

ARTHUR: Put it on my desk. 


Ronny: All right, sir. 


[Exit. ARTHUR and ANNE are /eft alone. He looks at 
her reflectively. 


Artuur: Violet is very sensitive to anything that might be 
considered a slight. 

ANNE: It’s very natural, isn’t it? A high-spirited girl. 

Arruur: She likes me to tell her my arrangements. It gives 
her a little feeling of importance to know things before 
other people. 

Anne: Oh, of course. I quite understand. I should do the 
same in her place. 

ArruHur: I ought to have remembered and told her that 
Ronny was going. She was just a little vexed because she 
thought I’d been fixing things up behind her back. 

ANNE; Yes, I know. It would naturally put her out for a 
moment to learn on a sudden that one of the persons 
she’d been thrown in contact with was going away. 

Arruur: [With a twinkle in his eye.| Ym wondering if I must 
blame you for the loss of an excellent secretary. 


Amwne: Me? 
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ArtHuR: I don’t know why the F.O. should suddenly have 
made up their minds that your brother was wanted in 
Paris. Have you been pulling strings? 

ANNE: [Smiling.| What a suspicious nature you havel 

ArtHur: Anne, own up. 


AnneE: I thought Ronny was getting into a groove here. 
There didn’t seem to be much more for him to do than 
he has been doing for some time. If you w7// have the 
truth, I’ve been moving heaven and earth to get him 
moved. 

ArtHur: How deceitful of you not to have said a word 
about it! 

Anne: I didn’t want to make him restless. I knew he’d be 
mad to go to Paris. I thought it much better not to say 
anything till it was settled. 


ArtHur: D’you think he’s mad to go to Paris? 
ANNE: [Fencing with him.] Any young man would be. 


ArtHurR: I wonder if he’d be very much disappointed if I 
made other arrangements. 

ANNE: What do you mean, Arthur? You wouldn’t prevent 
him from going when I’ve done everything in the world 
to get him away. 

Artuur: [Abruptly.| Why should you be so anxious for him 
to gop 

[She looks at him for an instant in dismay. 

ANNE: Good heavens, don’t speak so sharply to me. I told 
Violet just now. I wanted him to be more get-at-able. I 
think he stands a much better chance of being noticed if 
he’s in a place like Paris. 

ArtuHur: [With a smile.| Ah, yes, you said you were coming 
less frequently to Egypt than in the past. It might be 
worth while to keep Ronny here in order to tempt you 
back. 


ANNE: Egypt isn’t the same to me that it was. 
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ArtHur: I hope my marriage has made no difference to our 
friendship, Anne. You know how deeply I value it. 

ANNE: You used to come and see me very often. You knew 
I was discreet and you used to talk over with me all sorts 
of matters which occupied you. I was pleased and 
flattered. Of course I realised that those pleasant 
conversations of ours must stop when you married. I 
only came here this winter to collect my goods and 
chattels. 

ARTHUR: You make me feel vaguely guilty towards you. 

Anne: Of course you’re nothing of the sort. But I don’t 
want Violet to feel that Iam making any attempt to—to 
monopolise you. She’s been charming to me. The more 
I know her the more delightful I find her. 

ARTHUR: It’s very nice of you to say so. 

ANNE: You know I’ve always had a great admiration for 
you. I’m so glad to see you married to a girl who’s not 
unworthy of you. 

ARTHUR: I suppose it was a dangerous experiment for a man 
of my age to marry a girl of nineteen. 

Anne: I think one can admit that. But you’ve always been 
one of the favourites of the gods. You’ve made a 
wonderful success of it. 

ARTHUR: It needs on a husband’s part infinite tact, patience, 
and tolerance. 

ANNE: You have the great advantage that Violet is genuinely 
in love with you. 

ArtuHur: I suppose only a fatuous ass would confess that a 
beautiful girl was in love with him. 

ANNE: You make her very happy. 

Artruur: There’s nothing I wouldn’t do to achieve that. 
I’m more desperately in love with Violet even than 
when I first married her. 

ANNE: I’m so glad. I want nothing but your happiness. 
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ArruHur: Here is Christina, 
[The door opens as he says these words and an English 
BurLer ushers in Mrs. PRircHARD. She is a fall, 
Spare woman, with hair turning grey, comely, upright in 
her carriage, with decision of character indicated 
by every gesture; but though masterful and firm 
to attain her ends, she is an honest woman, direct, 
truthful and not without humour. She is admirably 
gowned in a manner befitting ber station and importance. 

Butter: Mrs. Pritchard. 
[Exzz. 
ArtuHur: I knew it was you, Christina, I felt a sense of 
responsibility descend upon the house. 


Curistina: [Kissing bim.] How is Violet? 
Artuor: Lovely. 

CuristIna: I was inquiring about her health. 
Arruur: Her health 1s perfect. 


CurisTINA: At her age one’s always well, I suppose. 
[Kisseng ANNE.] How d’you do? And how are you, my 
poor Arthurr 

ARTHUR: You ask me as though I was a doddering old 
gentleman, crippled with rheumatism. I’m in the best of 
health, thank you very much, and very active for my 
years. [CHRISTINA has seen a flower on the table that has 
fallen from a bowl, and picks it up and puts it back in its 
place.| Why do you do that? 

Curistina: I don’t like untidiness. 

Artuur: I do. 

[He takes the flower out again and places it on the table. 

CurisTINA: I was expecting to find you in your office. 


Artuur: Do you think I’m neglecting my work? I thought 
it more becoming to wait for you here. 


CuristiIna: I wanted to see you on a matter of business. 
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Arruur: So I understood from your message. I feel 
convinced you’re going to put me in the way of making 
my fortune. 

Anne: I'll leave you, shall Ie 

CurisTINA: Oh, no, pray don’t. There’s not the least 
reason why you shouldn’t hear what it’s all about. 

ArtHUR: You’re not going to make my fortune after all. 
You’re going to ask me to do something. 

CuristINA: What makes you think that? 

ArrHuR: You want a third person present to be witness to 
my brutal selfishness when I refuse. I know you, 
Christina. 

Curistina: [Sywz/ing.] You’re much too sensible to refuse a 
perfectly reasonable request. 

ArrHur: Let us hear it. [She sits down on the sofa. The 
cushions have been disordered by people sitting on them and she 
shakes them out, and pats them and arranges them in their 
place.) I wish you’d leave the furniture alone, Christina. 

CurisTIna: I cannot make out what pleasure people take in 
seeing things out of their proper place. 

ArtTHuR: You’re very long in coming to the point. 

CurisTINA: I hear that the Khedive has quarrelled with his 
secretary. 

ArtTHurR: You’re a marvellous woman, Christina. You get 
hold of all the harem gossip. 

CHRISTINA: It’s true, isn’t it? 

Arruur: Yes. But I only heard of it myself just before 
luncheon. How did it come to your ears? 

CHRISTINA: That doesn’t matter, does it? I have a way of 
hearing things that may be of interest to me. 

Arruur: I’m afraid I’m very dense, but I don’t see how it 
can be of any particular interest to you. 

Crristina: [Swiéling.] Dear Arthur. The Khedive has asked 
you to recommend him an English secretary. 
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ANNE: Has he really? That’s a change. He’s never had an 
English secretary before. 


ArtTHurR: Never. 
ANNE: It’s a wonderful opportunity. 


Artuur: If we get the right man he can be of the greatest 
possible help. If he’s tactful, wise, and courteous, 
there’s no reason why in time he shouldn’t attain very 
considerable influence over the Khedive. If we can really 
get the Khedive to work honestly and sincerely with us, 
instead of hampering us by all kinds of secret devices, 
we can do miracles in this country. 

ANNE: What a splendid chance for the man who gets the 
job! 

Arruur: I suppose it is. If he has the right qualities he may 
achieve anything. And after all, it’s a splendid chance to 
be able to render such great service to our own old 
country. 


CurIstINA: Has the Khedive given any particulars about 
the sort of man he wants? 

ArTHUR: He naturally wants a young man and a good 
sportsman. It’s important that he should be able to 
speak Arabic. But the qualifications which will satisfy 
the Khedive are nothing beside those which will satisfy 
me. The wrong man may cause irreparable damage to 
British interests. 

CHRISTINA: Have you thought that Henry would be 
admirably suited? 

ARTHUR: I can’t say I have, Christina. 


CuristIns: He’s young and he’s very good at games. He 
speaks Arabic. 

ArtTHUR: Quite well, I believe. I think he’s very well suited 
to the post he has. It would be a pity to disturb him 
when he’s just got at home with the work. 


Curistina: Arthur, you can’t compare a very badly paid 
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job in the Ministry of Education with a private secretary- 
ship to the Khedive. 

ArtHur: The best job for a man is the one he’s most fitted 
to do. 

CHRISTINA: You’ve got no fault to find with Henry. He’s a 
very good worker, he’s honest, industrious and pains- 
taking. 

ArtHurR: You don’t praise a pair of boots because you can 
walk in them without discomfort; if you can’t you chuck 
them away. 

CHRISTINA: What d’you mean by that? 


ArtHur: The qualities you mention really don’t deserve any 
particular reward. If Henry hadn’t got them Id fire him 
without a moment’s hesitation. 

CurIsTINA: I have no doubt you’d welcome the opportunity. 
It’s the greatest misfortune of Henry’s life that he 
happens to be your nephew. 

ARTHUR: On the other hand, it’s counterbalanced by his 
extraordinary good luck in being your son. 

CHRISTINA: You’ve stood in his way on every possible 
occasion. 

ARTHUR: [Good-humouredly.| You know that’s not true, 
Christina. I’ve refused to perpetrate a number of 
abominable jobs that you’ve urged me to. He’s had his 
chances as everyone else has. You’re an admirable 
mother. If I’d listened to you he’d be Commander-in- 
Chief and Prime Minister by now. 

CuristINa: I’ve never asked you to do anything for Henry 
that wasn’t perfectly reasonable. 


ArtHur: It’s evident then that we have different views 
upon what is reasonable. 

Curistina: I appeal to you, Anne: do you see any objection 
to suggesting Henry to the Khedive as a private secretary? 

ArtTHuR: I knew that’s what she wanted you here for, Anne, 
to be a witness to my pig-headed obstinacy. 
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Curistina: Don’t be absurd, Arthur. I’m asking Anne for 
an unprejudiced opinion. 
Artnur: Anne is unlikely to have an opinion of any value 
on a matter she knows nothing about. 


Anne: [With a chuckle.] That is a very plain hint that I can’t 
do better than hold my tongue. I’ll take it, Christina. 


Cristina: It’s so unreasonable of you Arthur. You won’t 
listen to any argument. 

Artuur: The only one you’ve offered yet is: here’s a good 
job going, Henry’s your nephew, give it him. My dear, 
don’t you see the Khedive would never accept such a 
near relation of mine? 

Curistina: I don’t agree with you at all. The fact of his 
asking you to recommend an English secretary shows 
that he wants to draw the connection between you and 
himself closer. After all, you might give the boy a 
chance. 

ARTHUR: This is not an occasion when one can afford to give 
a chance. It’s hit or miss. If the man I choose is a failure 
the Khedive will never ask me to do such a thing for him 
again. I can’t take any risks. 


Curistina: Will you tell me what qualifications Henry lacks 
to make him suitable for the post? 


ArtuHuR: Certainly. It’s true he speaks Arabic, but he 
doesn’t understand the native mind. Grammars can’t 
teach you that, my dear, only sympathy. He has the 
mind of an official. I often think that you must have 
swallowed a ramrod in early life and poor Henry was 
born with a foot-rule in his inside. 

CHRISTINA: Iam not amused, Arthur. 


Arruur: I have no doubt in course of time he’ll become a 
very competent official, but he’ll never be anything else. 
He lacks imagination, and that is just as necessary to a 
statesman as to a novelist. Finally he has no charm. 
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CuristInA: How can you judge? You’re his uncle. You 
might just as well say I have no charm. 

Arruur: You haven’t. You’re an admirable woman, with 
all the substantial virtues which make you an ornament 
to your sex, but you have no charm. 


CuristINA: [With a grim smile.) I should be a fool if I 
expected you to pay me compliments, shouldn’t I? 


Artruur: You would at all events be a woman who is 
unable to learn by experience. 


CHRISTINA: Besides, I don’t agree with you. I think Henry 
has charm. 


ArrHur: Why do we all call him Henry? Why does Henry 
suit him so admirably? If he had charm we would 
naturally call him Harry. 


CuristTINA: Really, Arthur, it amazes me that a man in your 
position can be influenced by such absurd trifles. It’s so 
unfair, when a boy has a dozen solid real virtues that you 
should refuse to recommend him for a job because he 
hasn’t got in your opinion a frivolous, unsubstantial 
advantage like charm. 


ArtuHur: Unsubstantial it may be, but frivolous it certainly 
isn’t. Believe me, charm is the most valuable asset that 
any man can have. D’you think it sounds immoral to 
say it compensates for the lack of brains and virtue? 
Alas! it happens to be true. Brains may bring you to 
power, but charm enables you to keep it. Without 
charm you will never lead men. 


Curistina: And do you imagine you’re likely to find a 
young Englishman who’s a sportsman and an Arabic 
scholar, who has tact, imagination, sympathy, wisdom, 
courtesy and charm? 

Anne: If you do, Arthur, I’m afraid he won’t remain here 


very long, because I warn you, I shall insist on marrying 
him. 
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ArTHuR: It’s not so formidable as it sounds. I’m going to 
suggest Ronny. 

Curistina: [-Astounded.] Ronald Parry! That’s the very last 
person I should have thought you’d be inclined to 
suggest. 

Arruur: [Sharply.] Why? 

ANNE: [With dismay.] You don’t really mean that, Arthur? 

ARTHUR: Why not? 

Curistina: [To ANNE.] Didn’t you know? 

ANNE: It’s the last thing that would ever have entered my 
head. 

CuristIna: I thought you’d made all arrangements for 
sending him away. 

ArtHuR: I made no arrangements at all. I received a 
telegram from the F.O. saying that he’d been appointed 
to Paris. 

ANNE: [After a very short pause.) Don’t you think you’d 
better leave it at that? 

ArrHur: No, I don’t. Pm going to wire to London 
explaining the circumstances and suggesting that I think 
him very suitable for the post that’s just offered itself. 

ANNE: [Trying to take it lightly. I feel rather aggrieved, after 
all the efforts I’ve made to get him appointed to Paris. 

Curistina: Oh, he owes that to you, does he? You thought 
it would be better for him to leave here? 

ArtuHour: [Desiberately.| I don’t quite understand what 
you're driving at, Christina. 

Curistina: [Taking him up defiantly.| 1 cannot imagine 
anyone more unsuitable than Ronald Parry. 

ArtuHur: That is for me to judge, isn’t it? 


ANNE: Perhaps the Foreign Office will say they see no 
reason to change their mind. 


ArruHur: I don’t think so. 
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ANNE: Have you told Ronny? 
ArtuHur: No, I thought it unnecessary till ’'d found out 
whether the Khedive would be willing to take him. 
CuHrisTINA: I’m amazed, Arthur. When Henry told me 
Ronald Parry was going I couldn’t help thinking it was 
very desirable. 
ARTHUR: Why? 
[She looks at him, about to speak, then hesitates. She does 
not dare, and resolves to be silent. ANNE comes to the 
rescue. 


Anne: Christina knows that I shall be very little in Egypt in 
future and how fond Ronny and I are of one another. 
We naturally want to be as near each other as we can. 


CHRISTINA: [With a chuckle.] It really amuses me that you 
should refuse to give a good job to Henry because you’ve 
made up your mind to give it to Ronald Parry. 


[ArrHuR walks up to her deliberately and faces her. 
ArtHouR: If you’ve got anything to say against him say it. 
[They stare at one another for a moment in silence. 
CuristIna: If you have nothing against him there’s no 
reason why I should. 


Artuur: I see. I have a good deal to do this afternoon. If 
you have nothing more to say to me I’d like to get back 
to my work. 


Curistina: Very well, I'll go. 
ARTHUR: You won’t stop and see Violet? 
Curistina: I don’t think so, thank you. 
[She goes out. He opens the door for her. 
ANNE: Why didn’t you tell me just now that you’d decided 
to keep Ronny in Cairo? 


Artuur: I thought it was unnecessary till everything was 
settled. I daresay you'll be good enough to hold your 
tongue about it. 
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ANNE: Have you definitely made up your mind? 

ArtHurR: Definitely. 

[They look at one another steadily. 

Anne: I think I'll go up to my room. I keep to my old habit 
of a siesta after luncheon. 

Arruur: I wish I could get Violet to take it. 

ANNE: She’s so young, she doesn’t feel the need of it yet. 

ArtHurR: Yes, she’s so young. 

[ANNE goes out. For a moment ARTHUR gives way to 
discouragement. He feels old and tired. But he hears a 
footstep and pulls himself together. He is bis usual 
Self, gay, gallant and humorous, when Vier enters 
the room. 

VioueT: I saw Christina drive away. What did she want? 

Artuur: The earth. 

Vio.eT: I hope you gave it her. 

Arruur: No, I’m trying to get the moon for you just now, 
darling, and I thought if I gave her the earth it really 
would upset the universe a little too much. 

VioueT: I thought I’d better do these invitations before I 
dressed. 

ARTHUR: You’re not going to put on a different frock to go 
and have tea with the Khedive’s mother? You look 
charming in that. 

VioueT: I think it’s a little too young. It was all right for the 
morning. 

ArtTHuR: Of course you are older this afternoon, that’s quite 
true. 

VioLET: Can you spare Ronny just now? 

Artuur: [After an instant’s pause.| Yes, Pll send him to you 
at once. 

Vioter: [As be is going.) I shall be back in time to give you 
your tea. 
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Artuur: That will be very nice. Good-bye till then. 


[He goes out. She is meditative. She gives a slight start as 
RONNY comes if. 


Viotet: I hope I haven’t torn you away from anything very 
important. 


Ronny: I was only typing a very dull report. Pd just 
finished it. 


VIOLET: You mustn’t ever bother about me if it’s not 
convenient, you know. 


Ronny: I shan’t have much chance, shall I? 
VioLeEt: No. . . . Look, here’s the list. 


[She hands him a sheet of paper on which names are 
scribbled, and he reads it. 


Ronny: It looks rather a stodgy party, doesn’t it? I see 
you’ve crossed my name out. 


Viouer: It’s not much good asking you when you won’t be 
here. Whom d’you advise me to ask in your place? 


Ronny: I don’t know. I hate the idea of anyone being asked 
in my place. Shall I start on them at once? 


Viouet: If you don’t mind. I have to go out, you know. 
[He sets down at a writing table. 
Ronny: [Pll start on those I dislike least. 


Vriouet: [With a chuckle.| Don’t you remember when 
Arthur said I must ask the Von Scheidleins how we 
hated to write them a civil letter? 


Ronny: [Writing.] Dear Lady Sinclair. 
Vioter: Oh, she asked me to call her Evelyn. 
Ronny: Hang! [ll have to start again. 


Viouet: It always makes me so uncomfortable to address fat 
old ladies by their Christian names. 


Ronny: T’ll end up “‘yours affectionately,” shall IP 


VioLet: I suppose you’re awfully excited at the thought of 
going? 
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Ronny: No. 

VIOLET: It’s a step for you, isn’t it? I. ..I1 ought to 
congratulate you. 

Ronny: You don’t think I want to go, do you? I hate it. 

VioLeT: Why? 

Ronny: I’ve been very happy here. 

ViotetT: You knew you couldn’t stay here for the rest of 
your life. 

Ronny: Why not? 

Vioxet: [With an effort at self-control.| Who is the next 
person on the list? 

Ronny: [Looking at it.| Will you miss me at all? 

Vioxet: I suppose I shall at first. 

Ronny: That’s not a very kind thing to say. 

VioLet: Isn’t it? I don’t mean to be unkind, Ronny. 

Ronny: Oh, I’m so miserable! 

[She gives a little cry and looks at him. She presses her 
hands to her heart. 
VioLET: Let us go on with the letters. 


[Sslently he writes. She does not watch him, but looks 
hopelessly into space. She is unable to restrain a sob. 
Ronny: You're crying. 
Vio.et: No, I’m not. ’m not. I swear I’m not. [He gets up 
and goes over to her. Her looks into her eyes.| It came so 
suddenly. I never dreamt you’d be going away. 


Ronny: Oh, Violet! 
VioLeT: Don’t call me that. Please, don’t. 
Ronny: Did you know that I loved you? 


Viotet: How should I know? Oh, I’m so unhappy. What 
have I done to deserve it? 


Ronny: I couldn’t help loving you. It can’t matter if I tell 
you now. It’s the end of everything. I don’t want to go 
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without your knowing. Ilove you. Ilove you. I love 
you. 

VioteT: Oh, Ronny! 

Ronny: It’s been so wonderful, all these months. I’ve never 
known anyone to come up to you. Everything you said 
pleased me. I loved the way you walk, and your laugh, 
and the sound of your voice. 

VioteT: Oh, don’t! 

Ronny: I was content just to see you and to talk with you 
and to know you were here, near me. You’ve made me 
extraordinarily happy. 

Viotet: Have I? Oh, I’m so glad. 

Ronny: I couldn’t help myself. I tried not to think of you. 
You’re not angry with me? 

VioLer: I can’t be. Oh, Ronny, I’ve had such a rotten time. 
It came upon me unawares, I didu’t know what was 
happening. I thought I only liked you. 

Ronny: Oh, my dearest! Is it possible . . .? 

VioLteT: And when it struck me—oh, I was so frightened. 
I thought it must be written on my face and everyone 
must see. I knew it was wrong. I knew I mustn’t. I 
couldn’t help myself. 


Ronny: Oh, say it, Violet. I want to hear you say it: “Tlove 
you.” 


VioLeT: I love you. [He &neels down before her and covers her 
hands with kisses.]| Oh, don’t, don’t! 


Ronny: My dearest. My very dearest. 


VioLet: What have I done? I made up my mind that no one 
should ever know. I thought then it wouldn’t matter. 
It needn’t prevent me from doing my duty to Arthur. 
It didn’t interfere with my affection for him. I didn’t see 
how it could hurt anyone if I kept my love for you 
locked up in my heart, tightly, and it made me so happy. 
I rejoiced in it. 
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Ronny: I never knew. I used to weigh every word you said 
tome. You never gave mea sign. 

VioteT: I didn’t know it was possible to love anybody as I 
love you, Ronny. 

Ronny: My precious! 

Vrio.tet: Oh, don’t say things like that to me. It breaks my 
heart. I wouldn’t ever have told you only I was upset by 
your going. If they’d only given me time to get used to 
the thought I wouldn’t . . . I wouldn’t make such a 
fool of myself. 

Ronny: You can’t grudge me that little bit of comfort. 

VIOLET: But it all came so suddenly, the announcement that 
you were going and your going. I felt I couldn’t bear it. 
Why didn’t they give me time? 

Ronny: Don’t cry, my dearest, it tortures me. 

VioLET: This is the last time we shall be alone, Ronny. I 
couldn’t let you go without . . . oh, my God, I can’t 
bear it. 

Ronny: We might have been so happy together, Violet. 
Why didn’t we meet sooner? I feel we’re made for one 
another. 

VioLtet: Oh, don’t talk of that. D’you suppose I haven’t 
said to myself: “Oh, if I’d only met him first”? Oh, 
Ronny, Ronny, Ronny! 

Ronny: I never dared to think that you loved me. It’s 
maddening that I must go. It’s horrible to think of 
leaving you now. 

VioLerT: No, it’s better. We couldn’t have gone on like that. 
I’m glad you’re going. It breaks my heart. 


Ronny: Oh, Violet, why didn’t you wait for me? 


Viotet: I made a mistake. I must pay for it. Arthur’s so 
good and kind. He loves me with all his heart. Oh, what 
a fool I was! I didn’t know what love was. I feel that 
my life is finished, and I’m so young, Ronny. 
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Ronny: You know Id do anything in the world for you. 


Viouer: My dear one. [They stand face to face, looking at one 
another wistfully and sadly.| It’s no good, Ronny, we’re 
both making ourselves utterly miserable. Say good-bye 
to me and let us part. [He draws her towards him.] No, 
don’t kiss me. I don’t want you to kiss me. [He takes her 
in his arms and kisses her passionately.| Oh, Ronny, I do 
love you so. [At last she tears herself away from him. She 
sinks into a chair. He makes a movement towards her.| No 
don’t come near me now. I’m so tired. 

[He looks at her for a moment, then he goes back to the table 
and sits down to write the letters. Their eyes meet 
slowly. 

Ronny: It’s good-bye, then? 

Viouet: It’s good-bye. 

[She presses her hands to her heart as though the aching 
were unendurable. He buries his head in his hands. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


The scene is the garden of the Consular Agent’s residence. It is an 
Eastern garden with palm-trees, magnolias, and flowering 
bushes of azaleas. On one side is an old Arabic well-head 
decorated with verses from the Koran; a yellow rambler grows 
over the ironwork above. Rose-trees are in full bloom. On the 
other side are basket chairs and a table, At the bottom of the 
garden runs the Nile and on the farther bank are lines of palm- 
frees and the Eastern sky. It is towards evening and during the 
act the sun gradually sets. 


The table is set out with tea-things, ANNE is seated reading a book. 
The gardener in his blue gaberdine, with brown legs and the 
little round cap of the Egyptian workman, is watering the 
flowers. CHRISTINA comes in. 


ANNE: [Looking up, with a smile.) Ah, Christina] 

Curistina: I was told I should find you here. I came to see 
Violet, but I hear she hasn’t come back yet. 

ANNE: She was going to see the Khedive’s mother. 

Curistina: I think Pll wait for her. 

ANNE: Would you like tea? I was waiting till Violet came 
in. I expect she’s been made to eat all sorts of sweet 
things and she’ll want a cup of tea to take the taste out of 
her mouth. 


Curistina: No, don’t have it brought for me... . I can 
never quite get over being treated as a guest in the house 
I was mistress of for so many years. [To the GARDENER. ] 
Imshi (Get out). 


GARDENER: Détak sa ’ideh (May thy night be happy). 
[Fe goes out. 
38 
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ANNE: Your knowledge of Arabic is rather sketchy, 
Christina. 

CuristTINA: I never see why I should trouble myself with 
strange languages. If foreigners want to talk to me they 
can talk to me in English. 

ANNE: But surely when we’re out of our own country we’re 
foreigners. 

CuristinA: Nonsense, Anne, we’re English. I wonder 
Arthur allows Violet to learn Arabic. I can’t help think- 
ing itll make a bad impression on the natives. I managed 
this house on fifty words of Arabic. 

ANNE: [Svtling.] I’m convinced that on a hundred you’d be 
prepared to manage the country. 

CuristIna: I don’t think you can deny that I did my work 
here competently. 

ANNE: You’re a wonderful housekeeper. 

CuristINA: I have common sense and a talent for organisa- 
tion. [Parsing her lips.| It breaks my heart to see the way 
certain things are done here now. 

ANNE: You must remember Violet is very young. 

Curistina: Much too young to be a suitable wife for 
Arthur. 

ANNE: He seems to be very well satisfied, and after all he is 
the person most concerned. 

CuristIna: I know. His infatuation is—blind, don’t you 
think? 

ANNE: [Coo//y.] I think it’s very delightful to see two 
people so much in love with one another. 

Curistina: D’you know that I used to be fearfully jealous of 
you, Anne? 

Anne: [Amused.] I know that you thoroughly disliked me, 
Christina. You didn’t trouble to hide it. 

Curistina: I was always afraid that Arthur would marry 
you. I didn’t want to be turned out of this house. I 


Anne: Perhaps it did. Did you grudge him that? 

Curistina: I knew you were desperately in love with him. 

AnNE: Need you throw that in my face now? Really, I 
haven’t deserved it. 

CHRIstINA: My dear, I wish he had married you. It never 
struck me he’d marry a girl twenty years younger than 
himself. 

ANNE: He never looked upon me as anything but a friend. 
I don’t suppose it occurred to him for an instant that 
my feeling might possibly be different. 

CuRIsTINA: It was stupid of me. I ought to have given him 
a hint. 

ANNE: [With a smile.] You took care not to do that, 
Christina. Perhaps you knew that was all it wanted. 

CuristIna: [Reflectively.] I don’t think he’s treated you very 
well, 

ANNE: Nonsense. A man isn’t obliged to marry a woman 
just because she’s in love with him. I don’t see why 
loving should give one a claim on the person one loves. 

CHRISTINA: You would have made hima splendid wife. 

ANNE: So will Violet, my dear. Most men have the wives 
they deserve. 

CHRISTINA: I marvel at your kindness to her. You’re so 
tolerant and sympathetic, one would never imagine she’s 
robbed you of what you wanted most in the world. 


ANNE: I shouldn’t respect myself very much if I bore her the 
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shadow of a grudge. I’m so glad that she’s sweet and 
charming and ingenuous; it makes it very easy to be fond 
of her. 

Curistina: I know. I wanted to dislike her. But I can’t 
really. There is something about her which disarms one. 

ANNE: Isn’t it lucky? It’s a difficult position. That irresistible 
charm of hers will make everything possible. After all, 
you and I can agree in that we both want Arthur to be 
happy- 

CurIstTINA: I wonder if there’s much chance of that. 

[ANNE /ooks at her for a moment inquiringly, and 
CHRISTINA coolly returns the stare. 


ANNE: Why did you come here this afternoon, Christina? 

CuristIna: [W7th a faint smile.] Why did you take so much 
trouble to get your brother moved to Paris? 

ANNE: Good heavens, I told you this morning. 

CHrIsTINA: D’you think we need make pretences with one 
another? 

ANNE: I don’t think I quite understand. 


CuristINA: Don’t you? You wanted Ronny to leave 
Egypt because you know he’s in love with Violet. 


[For a moment ANNE is a Iittle taken aback, but she 
quickly recovers herself. 


ANNE: He’s very susceptible. He’s always falling in and out 
of love. I had noticed that he was attracted, and I con- 
fess I thought it better to put him out of harm’s way. 


CuristinaA: How cunning you are, Anne! You won’t admit 
anything till you’re quite certain the person you’re 
talking to knows it. You know as well as I do that 
Violet is just as much in love with him. 


ANNE: [Much disturbed.] Christina, what are you going to 
do? How could I help knowing? You’ve only got to see 
the way they look at one another. They’re sick with love. 
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Curisrina: What did Arthur expect? I’ve never seen a 
couple more admirably suited to one another. 


ANNE: I thought no one knew but me till this morning, 
when you were talking to Arthur. Then I thought you 
must know too. My heart was in my mouth, I was 
afraid you were going to tell him. But you didn’t, and 
I thought I’d been mistaken. 


Curistina: You didn’t give me credit for very nice feeling, 
Anne. Because I didn’t act like a perfect beast you 
thought I must be a perfect fool. 


ANNE: I know how devoted you are to your son. I didn’t 
believe you’d stick at anything when his interests were 
at stake. I’m sorry, Christina. 


Curistina: Pray don’t apologise. I didn’t know it myself. 
It was on the tip of my tongue to tell Arthur, but I 
simply couldn’t. I couldn’t do anything so shabby. 


ANNE: Oh, Christina, we mustn’t ever let him know, we 
can’t make him so miserable. It would break his heart. 


CuristIna: Well, what is to be done? 


ANNE: Heaven knows. I’ve been racking my brains. I can 
think of nothing. I’d arranged everything so beautifully. 
And now I’m helpless. I thought even of going to 
Ronny and asking him to refuse any job that will keep 
him here. But Arthur looks upon it as so important. 
He’ll insist on Ronny’s accepting unless his reasons for 
going are—what’s the word I want? 

Cristina: Irrefutable. It seems very hard that my boy 
should be done out of such a splendid chance by Ronny. 
Except for your brother I’m sure Arthur would give 
it to Henry. 

Anne: [Diplomatically.| I know he has the highest opinion 
of Henry’s abilities. 

CuristIna: You can’t expect me to sit still and let things 
go on. 
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Anne: Arthur is perfectly unconscious. He thinks Violet 
is as much in love with him as he is with her. You 
couldn’t be so cruel as to hint anything to him. 

CurIsTINA: How you adore him, Anne! You may set your 
mind at rest. I’m not going to say a word to Arthur. 
I’m going to speak to Violet. 

Anne: [Frightened.] What are you going to say? 

CuristINa: I’m going to ask her to do all she can to persuade 
Arthur to give Henry the job. And then Ronny can 
go to Paris. 

ANNE: You’re not going to tell her you know? 

Curistina: [Deliberately.] If it’s necessary she must make 
Ronny refuse the appointment. He must invent some 
excuse that Arthur will accept. 

ANNE: But it’s blackmail. 

Cristina: I don’t care what it is. 

[VioLEr comes in. She wears an afternoon gown, 
picturesque and simple, yet elegant enough for the visit 
she has been paying. She has a large hat, which she 
presently removes. 

ANNE: Here is Violet. 

V1oLET: Oh, you poor people, haven’t you had any tea 

ANNE: I thought we’d wait till you came back. It’ll come 
at once now. 

Viotet: How are you, Christina? How is Henry? [They 
kiss one another.| Vve not seen him for days. 

Crristina: He’s coming to fetch me presently. 

Vioxet: I shall tell him he neglects me. He’s the only one 
of my in-laws I’m not a little afraid of. 

Curistina: He’s a good boy. 

Viotet: He has a good mother. I thought it would be such 
fun having a nephew several years older than myself, 
but he won’t treat me as an aunt. He will call me Violet. 
I tell him he ought to be more respectful. 
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[Meanwhile SERVANTS have brought the tea. 

CurisTINA: What have you been doing this afternoon? 

VIOLET: Oh, I went to see the Khedive’s mother. She made 
me eat seventeen different things and I feel exactly like 
a boa-constrictor. [Looking at the cakes and scones.| Vm 
afraid there’s not a very nice tea. 

CRISTINA: So I notice. 

Vioter: [With a smile.) 1 suppose I couldn’t persuade you 
to pour it out. 

Curistina: [Gratified.] Certainly, if you wish it. 

[She sits down in front of the teapot and pours out cups 
of tea. ARTHUR comes in. 

ArtuHur: Hulloa, Christina, are you pouring out the tea? 

CHRISTINA: Violet asked me to. 

Viotet: If only I weren’t here it would be quite like old 
times. 

ArtuHour: I understand you want to see me, Violet. 

Vro.et: Oh, I hope you haven’t come out here on purpose. 
I sent the message that I wished to have a word with 
you when convenicnt, but I didn’t want to hurry you. 
I was quite prepared to go to you. 

ARTHUR: That sounds very formidable. I had a few minutes 
to spate while some letters were being prepared for me 
to sign. But in any case I’m always at your service. 

Viouet: The Khedive’s mother has asked me to talk to you 
about a man called Abdul Said. 


ArtTHuR: Oh! 
VioteT: She thought if I put the circumstances before 
you .. 


ARTHUR: [Interrupting.] What has he got to do with her? 


VioLeET: He’s been employed for years on an estate of hers 
up the Nile. His mother was one of her maids. It 
appears she gave her a dowry when she married. 
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Arruur: [Swiling.] I see. I gathered that Abdul Said had 
powerful influence somewhere or other. 


CuRISTINA: Who is this man, Arthur? 


ArtrHur: He’s been sentenced to death for murder. It was 
a perfectly clear case, but there was a lot of perjury and 
we had some difficulty in getting a conviction, What 
has the Princess asked you to do? 

VioLet: She explained the whole thing to me, and then she 
asked if I wouldn’t intercede with you. I promised to 
do everything I could. 

ArTHUR: You shouldn’t have done that. The old lady knows 
quite well an affair of this sort is no business of yours. 
I wish you’d told her so. 

VioLer: Arthur, what could I do? His wife was there, and 
his mother. If you’d seen them. . . . I couldn’t bear 
to look at their misery and do nothing. I said I was 
sure that when you knew all the facts you’d reprieve 
the man. 


ArruHur: It’s not in my power to do anything of the sort. 
The prerogative of mercy is with the Khedive. 

Vio.et: I know, but if you advise him to exercise it he will. 
He’s only too anxious to, but he won’t move without 
your advice. 

ArruHour: It’s monstrous of the Princess to try and make 
use of you in this way. She prepared a complete trap 
for you. 

ANNE: What did the man do exactly? 


ArtHour: It’s rather a peculiar case. Abdul Said had a differ- 
ence of opinion with an Armenian merchant and shortly 
after his only son fell ill and died. He took it into his 
head that the Armenian had cast the evil eye on him, 
and he took his gun, waited for his opportunity, and 
shot the Armenian dead. The man isn’t a criminal in 
the ordinary sense of the word, but we can’t afford to 
make exceptions. If we did there’d be a crop of murders 
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with the same excuse. I looked into the case this 
morning and I see no reason to advise the Khedive to 
interfere with the course of justice. 

VioLeT: This morning? When you came in to luncheon 
full of spirits, laughing and chaffing, had you just sent 
a man to his death? How horribly callous! 

ArruHur: I’m sorry you should think that. I give every 
matter my closest attention, and when I’ve settled it to 
the best of my ability I put it out of my mind. I think it 
would be just as unwise to let it affect me as for a doctor 
to let himself be affected by his patients’ sufferings. 

VioxET: It seems to me horrible to slaughter that wretched 
man because he’s ignorant and simple-minded. Don’t 
you see that for yourself? 

ArtTuHuR: I’m afraid I’m not here to interpret the law accord- 
ing to my feelings but according to its own spirit. 

VIOLET: It’s easy to talk like that when you haven’t got any 
feeling one way or the other. Don’t you realise the 
misery of that man condemned to die for what he 
honestly thought was a mere act of justice? I wish you’d 
seen the agony of those poor women. And now they’re 
more or less happy because I promised to help them. 
The Princess told them I had influence with you. If 
she only knew! 

ARTHUR: You should never have been put in such a position. 
It was grossly unfair. ll take care that nothing of the 
sort occurs again. 


ViIoLET: D’you mean to say you’ll do nothing? Won’t you 
even go into the matter again—with a little sympathy? 


ARTHDR: I can’t! 
ViI0xeT: It’s the first thing I’ve ever asked you, Arthur. 
ArtHuR: I know. I’m only sorry that I must refuse you. 


VIoLeT: This is the first sentence of death in Egypt since 
our marriage. Don’t you know what it would mean to 
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me to think I’d saved a man’s life? The Khedive is 
waiting to sign the reprieve. It only requires a word 
from you. Won’t you say it? I feel that the gratitude of 
these poor women may be like a blessing on us. 

ArtrHur: My dear, I think my duty is very clear. I must 
do it. 

Viozet: It’s clear because all that grief means nothing to 
you. What do you care if a man is hanged whom you’ve 
never even seen? I wonder if you’d find it so easy to 
do your duty in a matter that affected you. If it meant 
misery or happiness to you. It’s easy to do one’s duty 
when one doesn’t care. 

ArtHur: You’re guite right. That is the test: if one can 
do one’s duty when it means the loss of all one holds 
dear and valuable in the world. 

Viotet: I hope you’ll never be put to it. 

Artuur: [With a chuckle.| My dear, you say that as though 
you hoped precisely the contrary. 

Viotet: Must I write to the Princess and say I was entirely 
mistaken, and I have no more influence over you than 
a tripper at Shepheard’s Hotel? 


Artuur: Id sooner you didn’t write to her at all. I will 
have a message conveyed which you may be sure will 
save you from any humiliation. 


VIoLeT: [Icé/y.] I’m afraid you have a lot of business; you 
mustn’t let me keep you. 


[He looks at her reflectively for a moment and then goes 
out. There is an awkward silence. 


VioLet: Those good people we had to luncheon to-day 
would be amused to see what the power amounts to 
that they congratulated me on. 


CurisTINA: There’s very little that Arthur would refuse you. 
He’d do practically anything in the world to please 


you. 
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Viozt: It’ll be a long time before I ask him to do anything 
else. 

CurRIsTINA: Don’t say that, Violet. Because I came here 
to-day on purpose to ask you to use your influence with 
him. 

VIOLET: You see how much I have. 

CuRISTINA: That was a matter of principle. Men are always 
funny about principles. You can never get them to 
understand that circumstances alter cases. 

Vio.et: Arthur looks upon me as a child. After all, it’s not 
my fault that I’m twenty years younger than he is. 
Curisrina: I want your help so badly, Violet. And you 
know, the fact that Arthur has just refused to do some- 
thing for you is just the reason that will make him 

anxious to do anything you ask now. 

VioueT: I don’t want to expose myself to the humiliation 
of another refusal. 

CHRISTINA: It’s so important to me. It may mean all the 
difference to Henry’s future. 

VIoLET: [With a change of manner, charmingly.| Oh! Vd love 
to do anything I could for Henry. 

CurIstINA: The Khedive has asked Arthur for an English 
secretary. It seems to me that Henry has every possible 
qualification, but you know what Arthur is; he’s terri- 
fied of the least suspicion of favouring his friends and 
relations. 

VioLteT: My dear Christina, what can I do? Arthur would 
merely tell me to mind my own business. 


CHRISTINA: He wants to give the post to Ronald Parry... . 

VIoLeT: [Qxick/y.] Ronny? But Ronny’s going to Paris. 
It’s all arranged. 

Curistina: It was. But Arthur thinks it essential that he 
should stay in Egypt. 


Vioter: Did you know this, Anne? 
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ANNE: Not till just now. 
Vi0LeT: Does Ronny know? 
ANNE: I don’t think so. 


[Viover és aghast. She does all she can to bide her 
agitation. The two women watch her, CHRISTINA with 
cold curiosity, ANNE with embarrassment. 


Vioter: Pm... I’m awfully surprised. It’s only an hour 
or two ago that Ronny and I bade one another a 
pathetic farewell. 


CHRISTINA: Really? But there was never any talk of his 
going till the day after to-morrow. You were in a great 
hurry with your leave-takings. 


VioeEt: I thought he’d be busy packing and that I mightn’t 
have another chance. 


CHRISTINA: You’ve been so intimate, I’m sure he would 
have been able to snatch a moment to say good-bye to 
you and Arthur before his train started. 


[VIOLET does not quite know what this speech means. 
She gives CHRISTINA @ look. ANNE comes to the 
rescue quickly. 


ANNE: Ronny has been acting as Violet’s secretary to a 
certain extent. I expect they had all sorts of little secrets 
together that they wanted to discuss in private. 


Curistina: Of course. That’s very natural. [With great 
friendliness. If I thought I were robbing you of anyone 
who was indispensable to you I wouldn’t ask you to 
put in a good word for Henry. But, of course, if 
Ronald became the Khedive’s secretary he couldn’t 
exactly continue to write letters and pay bills for you, 
could hep 


Viotet: I’m rather taken aback. I’d got it fixed in my head 
that Ronny was going. 


Curistina: I can promise you that in helping Henry you’re 
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not doing any harm to Ronald. Anne is very anxious 
that he should leave Egypt. Isn’t that so? 

ANNE: In a way. Henry is proposing to spend the rest of 
his official life in Egypt. An appointment like this is 
naturally more important to him than it would be to 
Ronny, who is by way of being a bird of passage. 

Curistina: Exactly. Ronny has had his experience here. 
If he stayed longer it would only be waste of time. Anne 
naturally wants to have him near her. I daresay she’s 
a little afraid of his getting into mischief here. 

ANNE: I don’t know about that, Christina. 


Curistina: My dear, you know how susceptible he is. 
There’s always the possibility that he’ll fall in love with 
someone who isn’t very desirable. 

VioueT: I’ve got an awful headache. 

Curistina: Why don’t you take a little aspirin? I’m quite 
sure that if you set your mind to it you can persuade 
Arthur to give the job to Henry. And that would settle 
everything. 

VioLet: And if I can’t persuade him? 

CHRISTINA: Then you must put it to Ronny. 

VIOLET: Ip 

CurIsTINA: You see, if he refused the appointment and left 
Egypt, then I’m convinced Arthur would accept Henry. 

VioLet: Why should I put it to Ronny? 

CuristINa: [Pleasantly.] You’ve been so very friendly, haven’t 
your If you suggested to him that .. . he’s standing 
in Henry’s way... 

VroteT: I should have thought it was for Anne to do that. 

CuRIsTINA: How simple-minded you arel A man will often 
do for a pretty woman what he won’t do for his sister. 

VIOLET: You want me to make him go? 

CuristINA: Don’t you think yourself that would be the very 
best thing . . . for all parties? 
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[VioLer and CuristIna /ook steadily at one another. 
VioLer sinks her eyes. She knows that CHRISTINA 
is aware of her love. She is terrified. RONALD comes 
in. He is in the highest spirits. 

Ronny: I’ve been sent to have a cup of tea. Sir Arthur is 
coming along in a minute. I’ve got some news. I’m 
staying in Egypt. Isn’t it splendid? 

[VioLer gives a little gasp. 

ViouzT: Is it settled then? 

Ronny: Did you know? I thought it would be a surprise. 

Viotet: No. T’ve just heard. 

Ronny: Isn’t it magnificent? 

CHRISTINA: You’re very changeable. It’s only a few months 
ago that you were constantly telling Henry you’d had 
enough of the country. 

Ronny: Never. I love it. 1 should like to stay here all my 
life. 

CHRISTINA: Fancy that! 

Ronny: [Addressing himself to Vio.er.| It would be mad- 
ness to leave a place where you’re so happy, wouldn’t 
it? I feel so intensely alive here. It’s a wonderful 
country. One lives every minute of the day. 

CrRISTINA: You’re so enthusiastic. One would almost think 
you'd fallen in love. 

Vio.er: Ronny is naturally enthusiastic. 

Ronny: [To Crristina.] And why shouldn’t I have fallen 
in love? 

CuristiIna: Won’t you tell us whom with? 

Ronny: [With a chuckle.] I was only joking. Isn’t it enough 
to have a splendid job in a country where there’s so 
much hope? Sir Arthur has given me a marvellous 
Opportunity. It’ll be my fault if I don’t make the most 
of it. 

Curistina: [Dry/y.] Shall I give you a cup of tea? 
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Ronny: [Chafing her.] D’you think I want calming down? 
I feel like a prisoner who was going to be hanged and 
has just had a free pardon. I don’t want to be calmed 
down. I want to revel in my freedom. 

Curistina: All that means, I take it, that you don’t want 
tea. 

Ronny: It’s no good trying to snub me. I’m unsnubable 
to-day. You haven’t congratulated me, Anne. 

ANNE: My dear, you’ve been talking nineteen to the dozen. 
I’ve not had the chance to get a word in edgeways. 
Ronny: [To Vio.er.] Will you put my name back on your 
list for that dinner? It would have broken my heart to 

miss it. 

Viotet: Your official position rather alters things, doesn’t 
it? I would never dare to ask you now just to make an 
even number. 

Ronny: Oh, well, ?’'m sending out the invitations. I shall 
write a formal letter to myself, explaining the circum- 
stances, and I daresay I shall see my way to accept. 

CurisTINA: Dear Ronald, you might be eighteen. 


[ARTHUR comes in with HENRY PRITCHARD. This is 
CHRISTINA’S son, a pleasant, clean young man, but 
in no way remarkable. 

ArtTHuR: Henry tells me he’s come to fetch you away, 
Christina. 

CHRISTINA: So you lose not a moment in bringing him 
here. 

ArtuHuR: Really, Christina, you do me an injustice. I can’t 
bear to think you should be parted from your precious 
boy an instant longer than necessary. 

Henry: [Shaking hands with Vio.er.] How is my stately 
aunt? 

Vioxet: Merry and bright, thank you. 

Henry: You know I’m having a birthday soon, don’t you? 
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VioLet: What of it? 

Henry: I’ve always been given to understand that aunts 
give their nephews ten shillings on their birthday. 

VioLEt: Do they? Iam glad. I’d love to press ten shillings 
into your willing hand. 

Henry: Holloa, Ronny. Lucky devil. I congratulate you. 

Ronny: That’s awfully good of you, old man. 

ArtHur: On what? Christina! 

CuristIna: I told Henry. I didn’t think it would matter, I 
thought it better that he should know. 

Henry: I say, Uncle Arthur, I’m afraid mother has been 
giving you a rotten time. It’s not my fault, you know. 

AxtHur: What isn’t? 


Henry: Well, when mother told me at luncheon that the 
Khedive had applied for an English secretary, I saw 
by the beady look in her eye that if I didn’t get the job 
she was going to make things unpleasant for somebody. 


CuristIna: Really, Henry, I don’t know what you mean. 

Henry: Well, mother, you’re an old dear... 

Curistina: Not so old either. 

ArruHur: Certainly not, Henry. Let us have none of your 
nonsense. 

Henry: But you know perfectly well that you’d cheerfully 


bring the British Empire tumbling about our ears if 
you could get me a good fat billet by doing so. 


ArrHur: Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings . . . 

Curistina: You’ve got no right to say that, Henry. I’ve 
never asked anything for you that it wasn’t practically 
your right to have. 

Henry: Well, mother, between you and me I don’t mind 


telling you that Ronny is much more suited to this 
particular job than lam. Only a perfect fool would have 
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hesitated, and for the honour of the family we can’t 
suspect Uncle Arthur of being that. 


ARTHUR: You see what comes of bringing up a boy properly, 
Christina; you’ve made him a decent fellow in spite of 
yourself, 

CHRISTINA: You’re a tiresome creature, Henry, but I’m 
attached to you. You may kiss me. 

Henry: Come along, Mother. I’m not going to kiss you 
in public. 

CHRISTINA: [Gefting up.| Well, good-bye, Violet. Don’t 
forget our little conversation, will you? 

VrioLet: Good-bye. Good-bye, Henry. 


Curistina: [To ANNE.] Why don’t you come for a little 
drive with us? It’s such a beautiful evening. 


Anne: Will you take me? I think Id like it. It won’t take 
me a minute to put on my hat. 
[She gets up. They start to walk towards the house. 


Curistina: [Putting up her cheek.| Good-bye, Arthur. 


Artuur: Oh, I'll just come along and put you in your 
carriage. You shan’t say that I don’t treat you with the 
ceremony due to your importance. 


[They saunter off. Vioter and Ronny are /eft alone. 
VIOLET: You’re coming back, Arthur? 
ArtHur: Oh, yes, in a minute. 
[Exat. 
Ronny: [Under his breath.| Violet. 
Viouet: Be quiet. 
Ronny: Isn’t it ripping? I could hardly prevent myself from 
letting them see how much I loved you. 
VioLet: You didn’t. Christina suspected before and now 
you ve told her in plain words. 
Ronny: [Ga#/y.] That’s only your fancy. You think because 
it’s plain to you it must be plain to anybody else. 
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VioteT: I’ve never before had anything to hide. D’you 
think I like it? 

Ronny: And even if she does know, what does it matter? 
It does her no harm. . . . And how could anyone help 
loving you? 

Viouer: [Oxick/y.| Take care what you say. 

Ronny: No one can hear. To look at us anyone would 
think we were discussing the political situation. 

Vioter: You’re cunning, Ronny. 

Ronny: I love you. I love you. I love you. 


VioLeT: For God’s sake don’t keep on saying it. I’m so 
ashamed. 


Ronny: [Astonished.| What about? 


VIOLET: Just now, this afternoon, I would never have said 
what I did only I thought you were going. I wasn’t 
myself then, Ronny. I ought never to have... 

Ronny: Thank God you did. You can’t grudge me the 
happiness you gave me. You can’t take it away from 
me now. I know you love me. I hold the sun and the 
moon in my hands and all the stars of heaven. 

Viotet: [Desperately.| What are we going to do? Oh, it’s 
not fair to me. 

Ronny: It’s done now. You can’t unsay it. Each time I 
look at you I shall remember. T’ve held you in my arms 
and kissed your lips. You can never take that away from 
me. And I needn’t go. I shall see you constantly. Oh, 
I’m so happy. 

[She walks up and down for a moment, trying to control 
herself, then she makes up her mind: she stops and 
faces him, 

VioLEr: I want you to go, Ronny. I want you to make some 
excuse and refuse the appointment here. 


Ronny: No, I can’t leave you now. 
VIOLET: I beseech you to go. 
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Ronny: Do you want me to? 

Viouer: Yes. 

Ronny: Give me your hand, then. 

VioLet: Why? 

Ronny: Give me your hand. [Se gives it him and he holds it.] 
Say you love me, Violet. 

VioLetr: No. 

Ronny: How cold your hand is! 

VIoLeT: Let me go. 

Ronny: D’you really want me to go? 

Viotet: You know I don’t. I adore you. It’ll kill me if 
you go. [He bends down and passionately kisses her hand.) 
Ronny, Ronny, don’t! What are you doing? [She sears 
her hand away. She is trembling with emotion. He is white 
and cold with passion. They sit opposite one another for a 
while in silence.) What a punishment! When you told 
me this afternoon that you loved me I thought I’d never 
been happy in my life before, and though it tore my 
heart to think that you must go I felt—oh, I don’t know— 
as though my joy was so overwhelming, there was no 
room in my heart for anything else. And now I’m 
wretched, wretched. 

Ronny: But why? Darling! My darling, we were going to 
be parted, and now we’re going to be together. Can 
anything matter beside that? 

Vi0.zT: It’s all so hopeless. 

Ronny: It needn’t be. 

VioLeT: How can it be anything else? 

Ronny: I don’t love you for a day or a week, Violet; I love 
you for always. 

Viotet: Whatever happens, I’m going to try to do my 
duty to Arthur. 

Ronny: I’m not seeking to prevent you. What am I asking 
for? I only want to see you. I want to know that I’m 
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close to you. I want to touch your hand. I want to 
think of you. What harm can that do your 

Vioxet: If I were my own mistress I could laugh and let 
you do as you choose. But ’'m not. I’m bound to you 
hand and foot. It’s torture to me. And the worst of 
it is I love my bonds. I can’t wish to be without them. 
I’m at your mercy, Ronny. I love you. 

Ronny: Oh, but that’s enough for me. I swear to you I 
don’t want you to do anything that you’ll ever regret. 

Vroxet: If it could only be taken out of our hands. If 
something would only happen. 

Ronny: What can happen? 

VIOLET: Perhaps the Khedive will change his mind. Perhaps 
the Foreign Office will say you must go to Paris. 

Ronny: Would you be pleased? Violet, I want so little from 
you. How can it hurt you to give me that? Let us give 
ourselves a chance to be happy. 

VioLet: We shall never be happy. Never. The only thing 
we can do is to part, and I can’t let you go. I can’t. 
I can’t. It’s asking too much of me. 


Ronny: I love you with all my heart and soul. I didn’t know 
it was possible to love anyone as I love you. 
[ArrHuR és heard gaily whistling to himself. 


Viouet: There’s Arthur! 

Ronny: [Quick/y.] Shall I go? 

VroLeT: Yes. No. Have we got to hide ourselves? Has it 
come to that already? Oh, I hate myself. 

[ARTHUR comes in. 

Viotet: [Brightly.] You’re very gay this afternoon, Arthur. 
One doesn’t often hear you whistle. 

ArtHur: D’you think it’s unbecoming to my years or to 
my dignity? 

Viotet: Shall I give you a cup of tea? 
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Arruur: To tell you the honest truth that is what I came 
here for. 

Viouet: And I was flattering myself it was for the pleasure 
of my company. 

Arruor: Ronny, will you find out if it would be convenient 
for the Khedive to see me at eleven o’clock to-morrow? 

Ronny: Very good, sir. 

[He goes out. 


Viotet: What have you to see the Khedive about—if it 
isn’t a secret? 


ARTHuR: Not at all. I’m merely going to place before him 
Ronny’s name. 


VioLteT: Then the matter’s not definitely settled yet? 


Artuour: Not formally. I’ve not had the reply yet to my 
telegram to the Foreign Office, and I’ve not had the 
Khedive’s acceptance of my suggestion. 

Viotet: But supposing the Foreign Office say they think 
he’d better go to Paris after all? 

ArtHur: I| think it’s most unlikely. They know by now 
that the man on the spot is the best judge of the circum- 
stances, and I’ve accustomed them to giving me a free 
hand. 

Vioter: And you think the Khedive will raise no objection? 


Artuur: He knows Ronny a little and likes him. I think 
he'll be delighted with my choice. 


[There is a pause. ARTHUR drinks his tea. There is no 
sign that he is conscious of VIOLET’S agitation. She 
ts tortured by indecision. 


Viotet: Arthur, I’m sorry if I was cross just now about 
Abdul Said. It was stupid of me to interfere with some- 
thing that wasn’t my business. 


Arruur: Oh, my dear, don’t say that. I’m sorry I couldn’t 
do what you wanted. 
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Viotet: I made myself needlessly disagreeable. Will you 
forgive me? 

ArtHur: Darling, don’t reproach yourself. That’s more 
than I can bear. There’s nothing to forgive. 

VrioLet: I owe so much to you. I hate to think that I was 
horrid. 

ArrHur: You don’t owe anything to me at all. And you’re 
incapable of being horrid. 


[He seizes her hands and is about to kiss them, when 
she draws them abruptly away. 

VioxeT: No, don’t kiss my hands. 

ArtHur: Why not? 

[He is surprised. For an instant she is taken aback. 
He looks at her hands and she withdraws them as 
though he could see on them the kisses which RoNNY, 
a few minutes before, had pressed on them. 

Viotet: [With the faintest laugh of embarrassment.| If you 
want to kiss me I prefer you to kiss my cheeks. 

ArtTHurR: That is evidently what they’re made for. 

[He does not attempt to kiss them. She gives him a 
quick glance and looks away. 

Viotet: Arthur, I’m afraid Christina will be awfully dis- 
appointed at Henry’s not getting that job. 

ArruHur: Let us hope she will bear her disappointment with 
as much fortitude as I do. 

Vioxet: I don’t think she’s entirely given up hope that you 
will change your mind. 

Artuur: [With a chuckle.] I’m sure of that. I don’t expect 
to have much peace till the matter is officially settled. 
That is why I mean to settle it quickly. 

Viotet: What is your objection to Henry? 

ArtTHuR: None. He’s not such a good man as Ronald 


Parry, that’s all. 
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Vio.er: The last time there was a good job going Henry 
just missed getting it. 

Artuur: Henty is one of those men who would do very 
well for a job if there weren’t always somebody just a 
little bit better applying at the same time. 

VioLeT: Christina thinks you’re so anxious not to favour 
him because he’s your nephew that you are positively 
biased against him. 

ArtTuHur: Christina, like the majority of her sex, has an 
unerring eye for the discreditable motive. 

VioLet: She blames me because you won’t help Henry. 
She thinks it’s because I’m jealous of her. 

ArtTHuR: How exactly like her! The best mother and the 
most unreasonable woman [ve ever known. 

Vio.eT: [Forcing the words out.| It would be a great pleasure 
to me if you could change your mind and let Henry 
have the post instead of Ronald Parry. 

ARTHUR: Oh, my dear, don’t ask me to do that. You know 
how I hate refusing to do anything you wish. 

VioLet: Anne is so anxious that Ronny should go to Paris. 
He’s made all his preparations, don’t you think you 
might just as well let him go? 

ArtuHouR: I’m afraid I don’t. I want him here. 

Vi0LeT: It would be such a joy to me if I could go and tell 
Christina that you’d consented. It would make such a 
difference to me, you see. I want her to be fond of me, 
and I know she’d never forget if I’d been able to do her 
a good turn like that. Oh, Arthur, won’t you? 

ArtuHour: Darling, I’m afraid I can’t. 

Viorer: I promise I'll never ask you anything again as long 
as I live if you’ll only do this for me. It means so much 
to me. You don’t know how much. 


Arruur: I can’t, Violet. 
Viotet: Won’t you talk it over with Anne? 
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Arruur: To tell you the truth, I don’t think it’s any business 
of hers. 


VIOLET: [Hesttatingly.] Is it due to her influence that Ronald 
was appointed to Paris? 


ArtHur: Why? 


VioLet: I want to know. If she’s been pulling strings to 
get him moved I suppose it’s for some reason. He was 
very comfortable here. It’s not often you find a secretary 
who exactly suits you. 


ArtHuR: Well, yes, it was her doing. She tells me she 
doesn’t mean to come to Egypt so much as in the past 
and wants her brother nearer to her. 


ViotET: If she wants to see much of her brother she let 
him choose rather an unfortunate profession. .. . I 
wonder she didn’t tell you the truth. 


Arrtuur: [Quick/y.| Pm convinced she did. I thought her 
explanation very natural. I’m sorry it’s necessary for 
me to interfere with her plans. 


VioLet: I’m sure she wouldn’t mind my telling you why 
she’s so anxious Ronny should leave Egypt. She thinks 
he’s in love with a married woman and it seems desirable 
to get him away. Perhaps she didn’t want to tell you. 
I fancy she’s been very uneasy about it. 


Arrtuour: I daresay it’s only a momentary infatuation. Let 
us hope he will get over it quickly. I can’t lose a useful 
public servant because he happens to have formed an 
unfortunate attachment. 


VioLet: I’m afraid ’'m not explaining myself very well. 
Ronny is desperately in love. There’s no other way of 
putting it. You must let him go. After all, you’re very 
fond of him, you’ve known him since he was a small 
boy; it isn’t as though he were a stray young man sent 
you by the Foreign Office. You can’t be entirely in- 
different to him. Perhaps his welfare is at stake. Don’t 
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you think it’s wiser—it’s only kind—to send him out 
of harm’s way? 

ArtuHur: My dear, you know that J—Arthur Little—would 
do anything to please you and that I care very much 
for the happiness of Anne and the welfare of Ronald 
Parry. But, you see, I’m an official too, and the official 
can’t do all sorts of things that the man would be very 
glad to. 

VioLer: How can you separate the official and the man? 
The official can’t do things that the man disapproves. 
ArtuHurR: Ah! that’s a point that has been discussed ever 
since states came into being. Are the rules of private 
mortality binding on the statesman? In theory most of 
us answer yes, but in practice very few act on that 
principle. In this case, darling, it hardly applies. I see 

no conflict between the man and the official. 

VioLeET: You think it doesn’t really concern you, Arthur? 

ARTHUR: I’ve not said that. But Pm not going to let an 
appeal to my emotions interfere with my judgment. I 
think I understand the situation. I’m not proposing to 
change my mind. I shall present Ronny’s name to the 
Khedive to-morrow. 


Viotet: D’you think me very stupid, Arthur? 
ArruHurR: Not at all, darling. Only a clever woman could 
achieve your beauty. 


VIOLET: Then doesn’t it occur to you that if I’ve made such 
a point of Ronny’s going it must be for some very good 
reason? 

Artur: [With @ quick look at her.| Don’t you think we'd 
better leave that subject alone, darling? 

VIOLET: I’m afraid you'll think it silly and vain of me to 
say so, but I think you should know that—that Ronny’s 
in love with me. That is why I want him to go. 


ArtuHour: It’s very natural that he should be in love with 
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you. I’m always surprised that everybody else isn’t. I 
don’t see how I can prevent that except by taking you 
to live in the depths of the Sahara. 

VioeT: Don’t make light of it, Arthur. It wasn’t very easy 
for me to tell you. 


ARTHUR: How do you wish me to take it? I can’t blame 
Ronald. He’s by way of being a gentleman. I’ve been 
good to him. He’ll make the best of a bad job. 

Viotet: D’you mean to say that it makes no difference to 
you? 

Artuour: This secretaryship is a stepping-stone to a very 
important position. You’re not going to ask me to rob 
him of it because he’s done something so very natural 
as to fall in love with the most charming woman in 
Egypt? I imagine that all my secretaries will fall in love 
with you. Poor devils, I don’t see how they can be 
expected to help it. 


VIOLET: You drive me mad. It’s so serious, it’s so tremen- 
dously serious, and you have the heart to make little 
jokes about it. 


ArrHuR: [Gravely.] Has it ever struck you that flippancy 
is often the best way of dealing with a serious situa- 
tion? Sometimes it’s really too serious to be taken 
seriously. 


VioLeT: What do you mean by that? 

ArtHur: Nothing very much. I was excusing myself for 
my ill-timed jests. 

VIOLET: You’re determined to keep Ronny here? 

ARTHUR: Quite. [There is a pause. ARTHUR gets up and puts 
his hand on her shoulder.| 1 don’t think there’s anything 


more to say. If you will forgive me I will get back to 
the office. 


ViotEr: No, don’t go yet, Arthur. There’s something more 
I want to say to you. 
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Artuur: Will you allow me to advise you not to? It’s so 
easy to say too much; it’s never unwise to say too 
little. I beseech you not to say anything that we should 
both of us regret. 

VIOLET: You think it’s unimportant if Ronny loves me, 
because you trust me implicitly. 

Artuour: Implicitly. 

Vio.et: Has it never occurred to you that I might be in- 
fluenced by his love against my will? Do you think it’s 
so very safe? 

Arruur: If I allowed any doubt on that matter to enter my 
head I should surely be quite unworthy of your affection. 

Viotet: Arthur, I don’t want to have any secrets from 
you. 

ArtuHur: [Trying to stop her.} Don’t, Violet. I don’t want 
you to go on. 

Vio.er: I must now. 

ArrtuHur: Oh, my dear, don’t you see that things said can 
never be taken back. We may both know some- 
thing... 

Vio.et: [Interrupting.| What do you mean? 

ARTHUR: But so long as we don’t tell one another we can 
ignore it. If certain words pass our lips then the situation 
is entirely changed. 

VIOLET: You’re frightening me. 

ArtuHuR: I don’t wish to do that. Only you can tell me 
nothing that I don’t know. But if you tell me you may 
do irreparable harm. 

VIoLET: D’you mean to say you know? Oh, it’s impossible. 
Arthur, Arthur, I can’t help it. I must tell you. It 
burns my heart. I love Ronny with all my body and 
soul. 

[There is a pause while they look at one another. 


Artuur: Did you think I didn’t know? 
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Viotet: Then why did you offer him the job? 

Artuur: I had to. 

VIoLEt: No one could have blamed you if you had suggested 
Henry. 

ARTHUR: My dear, I’m paid a very considerable salary. It 
would surely be taking money under false pretences if 
I didn’t do my work to the best of my ability. 


VIOLET: Jt may mean happiness or misery to all three of us. 


ArruHur: I must take the risk of that. You see, Ronny is 
cut out for this particular position. It’s only common 
honesty to give it him. 


VrioLeT: Don’t you love me any more? 


Artuur: Don’t ask me that, Violet. You know I love you 
with all my heart. 

Vioxtet: Then I can’t understand. 

ArrtHur: You don’t think I want him to stay, do you? When 
the telegram came from the Foreign Office ordering 
him to Paris my middle-aged heart simply leapt for 
joy. Do you think I didn’t see all the advantages he 
had over me? He seemed to have so much to offer you 
and I so little. 

Vio.tet: Oh, Arthur! 

ArtTHuR: But if he went away I thought presently you’d 
forget him. I thought if I were very kind to you and 
tolerant, and if I asked nothing more from you than 
you were prepared to give, I might in time make you 
feel towards me, not love perhaps, but tenderness and 
affection. That was all I could hope for, but that would 
have made me very happy. Then the Khedive asked 
for an English secretary, and I knew Ronny was the 
only man for it. You see, I’ve been at this work so long, 
the official in me makes decisions almost mechanically. 


Viotet: And supposing they break the heart of the man 
in your 
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Artuur: [Smiling.] By a merciful interposition of Providence 
we all seem to have just enough strength to bear the 
burdens that are placed on us. 

ViIoLET: D’you think so? 

Artuur;: You, like the rest of us, Violet. 

VioLeT: How long have you known I loved him? 

Artuur: Always. I think perhaps I knew before you did. 

VioLetT: Why didn’t you do something? 

ArtTHuR: Will you tell me what there was to do? 

VioLet: Aren’t you angry with us? 


Artuur: I should be a fool to be that. It seems to me so 
natural, so horribly natural. He’s young and nice- 
looking and cheery. It seems to me now inevitable that 
you should have fallen in love with him. You might 
be made for one another. 


VioLET: Oh, do you see that? 


ArTuHurR: It had struck you too, had it? I suppose it’s 
obvious to anyone who takes the trouble to think about 
it. [She does not answer.| Haven’t you wished with all 
your heart that you’d met him first? Don’t you hate 
me now because I married you? [She looks away.) My 
dear child, I’m so sorry for you. Pve been very grateful 
for your kindness to me during the last month or two. 
I’ve seen you try to be loving to me and affectionate. 
I’ve been so anxious to tell you not to force yourself, 
because I understood and you mustn’t be unhappy about 
me. But I didn’t know how. I could only make myself 
as little troublesome as possible. 


VIOLET: You’ve been immensely good to me, Arthur. 


ArtuHur: That’s the least you had a right to expect of me. 
I did you a great wrong in marrying you. I knew you 
didn’t love me. You were dazzled by the circum- 
stances. You didn’t know what marriage was and how 
irksome it must be unless love makes its constraints 
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sweeter than freedom. But I adored you. I thought 
love would come. With all my heart I ask you to 
forgive me. 

Vio.tet: Oh, Arthur, don’t talk like that. You know I was 
so happy to marry you. I thought you wonderful, I 
was so excited and flattered—I thought that was love. 
I never knew that love would come like this. If Pd 
only known what to expect I could have fought against 
it. It took me unawares. I never had a chance. It 
wasn’t my fault, Arthur. 

ArtuHuR: I’m not blaming you, darling. 

ViIo.eT: It would be easier for me if you did. 


ArtHur: It’s just bad luck, Bad luck? I might have 
expected it. 


Vioxet: Still, I’m glad I’ve told you. I hated having a secret 
from you. It’s better that we should be frank with one 
another. 


Artuur: If I can help you in any way I’m glad too that 
you’ve told me. 


VioLet: What is to be done? 
ArtHur: There’s nothing to be done. 


VioLtet: Arthur, until to-day Ronny and I have never ex- 
changed a word that anyone might not have heard. I 
was happy to be with him, I knew he liked me, I was 
quite satisfied with that. But when I heard that he 
was going away suddenly everything was changed. I 
felt I couldn’t bear to let him go. Oh, I’m so ashamed, 
Arthur. 


Arruur: Dear child! 


Viotet: I don’t know how it happened. He told me he 
loved me. He didn’t mean to. Don’t think he’s been 
disloyal to you, Arthur. We were both so upset. It 
was just as much my fault as his. I couldn’t help letting 
him see how much he meant to me. We thought we 
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were never going to see one another again. He took 
me in his arms and held me in them. I was so happy 
and so miserable. I never thought life could mean so 
much, 

Arruur: And just now when you were alone he kissed your 
hands. 

VioLeT: How do you know? 

Artuur: When I wanted to kiss them you withdrew them. 
You couldn’t bear that I should touch them. You felt 
on them still the pressure of his lips. 


Vio.et: I couldn’t help it. He was beside himself with joy 
because he needn’t go. I don’t want to love him, Arthur. 
I want to love you. I’ve tried so desperately hard. 


ArtTHuR: My dear, one either loves or one doesn’t. I’m 
afraid trying doesn’t do much good. 


Vio.eT: If he stays here I shall have to see him constantly. 
I shan’t have a chance to get over it. Oh, I can’t. I 
can’t. It’s intolerable. Have pity on me. 


ARTHUR: I’m afraid you'll be very unhappy. But you see, 
something more than your happiness is at stake. A 
little while ago you said you wanted to do more for your 
country than you did. Does it strike you that you can 
do something for it now? 

VIOLET: Ip 

ArtHur: We all want to do great and heroic things, but 
generally we can only do very modest ones. D’you 
think we ought to shirk them? 


ViIoLet: I don’t understand. 


ARTHUR: Ronny can be of infinite value here. You can’t 
help your feelings for him. I can’t bring myself to 
blame you. But you are mistress of your words and 
your actions. What are we to do? You wouldn’t wish 
me to resign when my work here is but half done. We 
must make the best of the position. Remember that all 
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of us here, you more than most women, because you’re 
my wife, work for the common cause by our lives and 
the example we set. At all costs we must seem honest, 
straightforward, and without reproach. And one finds 
by experience that it’s much less trouble to be a thing 
than only to seem it. There’s only one way in which we 
can avoid reproach and that is by being irreproachable. 

VIOLET: You mean that it’s necessary for the country that 
Ronny and you should stay here? And if my heart 
breaks it doesn’t matter. I thought I was doing so much 
in asking you to send him away. Don’t you know that 
with all my heart I wanted him to stay? D’you know 
what I feel, Arthur? I can’t think of anything else. ’'m 
obsessed by a hungry longing for him. Till to-day I 
could have borne it. But now...TI feel his arms 
about me every moment, and his kisses on my lips. You 
can’t know the rapture and the torture and the ecstasy 
that consume me. 

ArTHuR: Oh, my dear, do you think I don’t know what 
love is? 

Voter: I want to do the right thing, Arthur, but you 
mustn’t ask too much of me. If I’ve got to treat him as 
a casual friend, I can’t go on seeing him. I can’t, Arthur, 
I can’t! If he must stay then let me go. 


ArtHur: Never! I think, even if it weren’t necessary, I 
should make him stay now. You and I are not people 
to run away from danger. After all, we’re not obliged 
to yield to our passions—we can control them if we want 
to. For your own sake you must stay, Violet. 


Viotet: And if I break, I break. 


Artuur: It’s only the worthless who are broken by un- 
happiness. If you have faith and courage and honesty, 
unhappiness can only make you stronger. 


Vioter: Have you thought of yourself, Arthur? What will 
you feel when you see him with me? What will you 
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suspect when you’re working in your office and don’t 
know where I am? 

Arruour: I shall know that you are unhappy, and I shall 
feel the most tender compassion for you. 

VIOLET: You’re exposing me to a temptation that I want 
with all my heart to yield to. What is there to hold me 
back? Only the thought that I must do my duty to you. 
What is there to reward me? Only the idea that perhaps 
I’m doing a little something for the country. 


ARTHUR: I put myself in your hands, Violet. I shall never 
suspect that you can do anything, not that 1 should 
reproach you for—I will never reproach you—but that 
you may reproach yourself for. 


[A pause. 


VIOLET: Just now, when we were talking of Abdul Said, 
I asked if you could do your duty when it was a matter 
that affected you, if it meant misery or happiness to 
you, I said. 

ArtuHur: My dear, duty is rather a forbidding word. Let 
us say that ]—want to earn my screw. 


VioLteEr: You must have thought me very silly. I said I 
hoped you’d never be put to the test, and the test had 
come already, and you never hesitated. 


ArtTHuR: These things are very much a matter of habit, 
you know. 


VioLeT: What you can do I can do too, Arthur—if you 
believe in me. 


ARTHouR: Of course I believe in you. 
Vioxet: Then let him stay. I'll do what I can. 
[RONNY comes in. 


Ronny: The Khedive was engaged when I rang up. But I 
left the message and the answer has just come through. 
He will be pleased to see you, sir, at eleven o’clock. 
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Artuur: That will do admirably. Ronny must lunch with 
us to-morrow, Violet. We'll crack a bottle to celebrate 
his step! 


END OF THE SECOND ACT 


THE THIRD ACT 


The scene shows part of the garden and a verandah at the Consular 
Agent’s house. Coloured lanterns are fixed here and there. 
It is night, and in the distance is seen the blue sky bespangled 
with stars. At the back of the verandah are the windows of 
the house gaily lit. Within a band is heard playing dance 
music, VIOLET is giving a dance. Everyone who appears ts 
magnificently gowned. VIOLET ts wearing all her pearls and 
diamonds. Artuur has across his shirt-front the broad 
riband of an order. It is the end of the evening. Various 
people are seated on the verandah, enjoying the coolness. They 
are Mr. and Mrs. Appleby, CHRISTINA and ARTHUR. 


AppLesy: Well, my dear, I think it’s about time I was 
taking you back to your hotel. 

ArtTuHurR: Oh, nonsense! It’s when everybody has gone that 
a dance really begins to get amusing. 

CHRISTINA: That’s a pleasant remark to make to your 
guests. 

Mrs. AppLesy: I’m really ashamed to have stayed like this 
to the bitter end, but I do love to see the young folk 
enjoying themselves. 

ArtHuR: Ah! you have learnt how to make the most of 
advancing years. The solace of old age is to take 
pleasure in the youth of those who come after us. 

Curistina: I don’t think you’re very polite, Arthur. 


Mrs. AppLesy: Bless your heart, I know I’m not so young 
as I was. 


ArtHur: Do you mind? 


Mrs. AppLesy: Me? Why should I? I’ve had my day and 
72 
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I’ve enjoyed it. It’s only fair to give others a chance 
now. 

CurISTINA: I’m sure you enjoyed your trip up the Nile. 

Mrs. APPLEBY: Oh, we had a wonderful time. 

ArrHur: And what conclusions did you come to, Mr. 
Appleby? I remember that you were looking for 
instruction as well as amusement. 

AppLesy: I didn’t forget what you told me. I just kept my 
ears open and my mouth shut. 

Artur: A capital practice, not much favoured by demo- 
cratic communities. 

AppLeBy: But I came to one very definite conclusion, for all 
that. 

ArrHur: What was it? 

App.esy: In fact, 1 came to two. 

ArrHur: That’s not so satisfactory—unless they contra- 
dicted one another; in which case I venture to suggest 
that you have grasped at all events the elements of the 
Egyptian problem. 

AppLesy: The first is that you’re the right man in the right 
place. 

Artuour: Christina would never admit that. She has known 


for many years that she could manage Egypt far better 
than I do. 


Curistina: I don’t deny that for a minute. I think on the 
whole women are more level-headed than men. They’re 
not swayed by emotion. They’re more practical. They 
know that principle must often yield to expediency, and 
they can do the expedient without surrendering the 
principle. 

ArtHuR: You make my head whirl, Christina. 


AppLesy: I had the opportunity of seeing a good many 
different sorts of people. I never heard a reasonable 
complaint against you. Some of them didn’t like you 
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personally, but they looked up to you, and they believed 
in you. I asked myself how you managed it. 


Mrs. Appizsy: I told him that it’s because you’re human. 


ArTHuR: Christina thinks it very bad for me to hear pleasant 
things said of me. 


Curistina: Christina doesn’t know what her brother would 
do if he hadn’t got an affectionate sister to gibe at. 


AppLeBy: It must be a great satisfaction to you to see the 
country becoming every year more prosperous and 
contented. 


ArtTHuR: What was the second conclusion you came to? 


Appesy: I’m coming to that. Most of us are torn asunder 
as it were by a conflict of duties. This and that urgently 
needs to be done, and if you put one thing right you 
put something else wrong. We all want to do for the 
best, but we don’t exactly know what the best is. Now, 
you’ve got your duty clearly marked out before you, 
if you take my meaning; you’re young. 

ARTHUR: Youngish. 


APppLeBy: You’ve made a success of your job and of your 
life. It’s not all of us who can say that. My second con- 
clusion is that you must be the happiest man alive. 


Mrs. AppLesy: I’m glad he’s got that off his chest. He’s 
been dinning it into my ears for the last ten days. My 
impression is that he fell in love with Lady Little that 
day he lunched here six weeks ago. 


ARTHUR: I’m not going to blame him for that. Everybody 
does. . . . It was a wise old fellow who said that you 
must count no man happy till he’s dead. [CrrisTINa 
gives him a look, and puts her hand affectionately on his arm. 
He quickly withdraws it.| Here is Violet. 


[She comes in on HENRY PRITCHARD’S arm and sinks 
into a chair. 
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Viotet: I’m absolutely exhausted. I feel that in another 
minute my legs will drop off. 

Artuur: Do take care, darling, that would be so dis- 
figuring. 

Vio.eT: Oh, I’d still dance on the stumps. 


ArTHuUR: When are you going to send that unfortunate 
band away? 


VIOLET: Oh, we must have one more dance. After all, it’s 
our last ball of the season. And now that everyone has 
gone I needn’t be dignified any more. There’s no one 
but Henry and Anne and Ronny. We’ve just had a 
gorgeous one-step, haven’t we, Henry? 


Henry: Gorgeous. You’re a ripping dancer. 

VioLeT: My one accomplishment. [The band is heard beginning 
a waltz.) Good heavens, they’ve started again. That’s 
Anne, I’m positive. She’s been playing the British 
matron too and now she’s having her fling. 

ArTHuR: You girls, you never grow up. 

Henry: Are you ready for another turn, Violet? 

ArtuHour: Don’t dance any more, darling, you look worn out. 


VioLet: Supposing you danced with your mother, Henry. 
I can see her toes itching inside her black satin slippers. 


Cristina: Nonsense! I haven’t danced for fifteen years. 


Henry: Come on, mother. Just to show them you know 
how. 


[He seizes her hand and drags her to her feet. 


Cristina: I was just as good a dancer as anybody else in 
my day. 

ArrHur: When Christina says that she means she was a 
great deal better. 

Henry: Come on, mother, or it’ll be over before we begin. 

Curistina: Don’t be rough with me, Henry. 


[They go into the house. 
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Appiesy: We rather fancied ourselves too, Fanny, once 
upon a time. What d’you say to trying what we can 
do, my dear? 

Mrs. AppLesy: You be quiet, George. Fancy me dancing 
with my figure! 

AppLeBy: I don’t deny you’re plump, but I never did like 
a scrag. Perhaps it’s the last chance we shall ever 
have. 

Mrs. Apptesy: What would they say at home if they ever 
come to hear you and me had been dancing? Really, 
George, I’m surprised at you. 

ArtHuR: [Amused.| I won’t tell. 

AppLesy: You know you want to, Fanny. You’re only 
afraid they'll laugh. Come on, or else I shall dance by 
myself. 

Mrs. AppLeBy. [Getting up.] I see you’ve quite made up your 
mind to make a fool of yourself. 

[They go out. ARTHUR watches them, smiling. 

ArtrHur: What good people! It’s really a treat to see them 
together. 

Viotet: Mr. Appleby is very enthusiastic about you. He 
was telling me just now about his trip in Upper Egypt. 
He’s tremendously impressed. He said I ought to be 
very proud of you. 

Arruur: I can’t imagine any remark more calculated to 
make you dislike me. 

[She gives him a long look and then glances away. When 
she speaks it is with embarrassment. 

Vriotet: Are you satisfied with me, Arthur? 

Arruur: My dear, what do you mean? 

VrIo.eT: Since that afternoon when I told you... 

Arruur: Yes, I know. 

VIoLeT: We’ve never talked about it. [Giving him her hand.] 
I want to thank you for having been so good to me. 
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ArtuHur: I’m afraid you haven’t got much to thank me for. 
It would have been easier if I’d been able to help you, 
but I didn’t see anything I could do but just sit still 
and twiddle my thumbs. 

Viouet: Pve felt your confidence in me and that has been 
a help. You’ve never given the slightest sign that any- 
thing was changed. You used sometimes to ask me what 
I’d been doing during the day. Of late you haven’t even 
done that. 

ArtHur: I didn’t want you to suspect for a moment that 
your actions were not perfectly free. 

Vioxet: I know. No one could have been more considerate 
than you’ve been. Oh, I’ve been so unhappy, Arthur. 
I wouldn’t go through the last six weeks for anything 
in the world. 


ArtHur: It’s torn my heart to see you so pale and wan. 
And when, often, I saw you’d been crying I almost 
lost my head. I didn’t know what to do. 


VIoLET: I couldn’t help it if I loved him, Arthur. That 
wasn’t in my power. But all that was in my power 
I’ve done. Somehow I’ve managed not to be alone 
with him. 


Artuur: Haven’t you had any explanation with him? 


VIOLET: There didn’t seem to be anything to explain. D’you 
think I ought to have told him I didn’t love him? I 
couldn’t, Arthur. I couldn’t. 


ArtHur: My dear! My dear] 


VioLEeT: Once or twice he wrote to me. I knew he would 
and I’d made up my mind not to read the letters. But 
when they came I couldn’t help myself. I had to read 
them. I was so wretched and it meant so much to me 
that he loved me. [ARTHUR makes an instinctive movement 
of pain.| I didn’t mean to say that. Please forgive me. 


ArtHur: I think I understand. 
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VioLer: I didn’t answer them. 
Artruur: Did he only write once or twice? 


VIOLET: That’s all. You see, he can’t make it out. He thinks 
I’ve treated him badly. Oh, I think that’s the hardest 
thing of all. P’ve seen the misery in his eyes. And there 
was nothing I could do. I hadn’t the courage to tell 
him. I’m weak. I’m so horribly weak. And when ?m 
with him alone I . . . Oh, it is cruel that I should make 
him suffer so when he loves me. 

Arruur: I don’t know what to say to you. It seems cold 
comfort to say that you must set your hope in the 
merciful effects of time. Time will ease your pain and 
his. Perhaps the worst is over already. 


ViozerT: I hope with all my heart itis. I couldn’t have borne 
any more, Arthur. I’m at the end of my strength. 


ArruHur: Dear heart, you’re tired physically now. We'll 
send these people away and you must go to bed. 


VIo.LeET: Yes. I’m exhausted. But I want to tell you, Arthur, 
I think you’re right. The worst is over. I’m not 
suffering quite so much as I did. I find it a little easier 
not to think of him. When I meet him I can manage 
to be gay and flippant and indifferent. I’m so glad, 
Arthur. 


ARTHUR: You’ve been very brave. I told you we were all 
strong enough to bear the burdens that are laid upon us. 


VIOLET: You mustn’t think too well of me. I couldn’t 
have done what I have except for the consciousness of 
his great love for me. Is that awfully disloyal of me, 
Arthur? 


ARTHUR: [Gravely.] No, darling. 


VroLeT: You can understand, can’t you? It means so much 
to me. It’s helped me more than anything else in the 
world. It’s the only thing that made these past weeks 
not intolerable. I’m satisfied to know he loves me. I 
want nothing more. 
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[Mr. and Mrs. APPLEBY come in. ARTHUR immediately 
assumes a chafing manner. 

ArtHur: Why, what’s this? You haven’t given in already? 

AppLesy: The spirit is willing enough, but the flesh is weak. 

Mrs. AprLtesBy: We wouldn’t like it talked about at home, 
but the fact is we got a bit out of breath. 

VioLetT: Well, sit down a moment and rest yourself. 

Mrs. ApPLEByY: Just a moment if you don’t mind, and then 
we'll be going. 

[CHRISTINA appears with HENRY. 

ArtHur: Here is poor Christina in a state of complete 
mental and physical collapse. 

CHRISTINA: Don’t be ridiculous, Arthur. 

ArtHur: How did you get on? 

Henry: First-rate. Only mother won’t let herself go. I 
kept on telling her there’s only one thing to do in modern 
dancing—let all your bones go loose and leave the man 
to do the rest. 

Curistina: [With a chuckle.] 1 think modern dancing is an 
abandoned pastime. Nothing will induce me to let all 
my bones go loose. 


Henry: Mother’s idea of dancing is to keep herself to 
herself. 


Curistina: [Looking at him affectionately.] You're an impudent 
boy. 

Mrs. Appiesy: [To VioxEr.] I do wish I’d seen you dancing 
with Mr. Parry. He’s a wonderful dancer. 

Viotet: He does dance well, doesn’t he? 


Henry: Haven’t you danced with him to-night, Violet? 


_ Vioter: No. He came rather late and my card was filled 
up. I promised him an extra, but some stuffy old 


diplomatist came and asked me for a dance, so I gave 
him Ronny’s. 
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Mrs, Appiesy: It’s too bad. It must be a rare sight to see 
you and Mr. Parry waltzing together. 

VioLet: How do you know he dances so well? 

Mrs, Apptesy: There were two or three dances at our hotel 
last week and we saw him then. 

Vro.et: Oh, I see. 

AppLesy: [With a chuckle.| I like that young man. When 
he gets hold of a good thing he freezes on to it. 

VioLEr: Ob? 

AppLeBy: There’s a young American girl staying at the 
hotel. She’s a Miss Pender. I wonder if you know her? 

Viouet: No, I don’t think so. We get to know very few 
of the winter visitors. 

Mrs. AppLesy: She’s a perfect picture to look at. And a 
beautiful dancer. 

AprpLesy: Everyone was looking at them last night. They 
made a wonderful pair. 

Vroitet: Do you know this lady, Henry? 

Henry: Yes, ’ve met her two or three times. She’s very 
pretty. 

Appresy: I don’t think anyone else had much of a look-in 
with her. 

Henry: Well, you needn’t be disagreeable about it. 

AppLeBy: As far as I could see she danced with Mr. Parry 
pretty well all the time. 

Mrs, AppLesy: It was a treat to see them together. 

Vioxer: [A “ittle uncertainly.| If one gets hold of a partner 
who suits one I always think it’s better to stick to him. 

Mrs. Apptesy: Oh, I don’t think it was only that. She’s so 
much in love with him that she can’t help showing it. 

Henry: I never saw such a fellow as Ronny. When there 
is a bit of luck going he always gets it. 


Viouet: And is he in love with her too? 
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AppLeBr: Oh, one can’t tell that. 

Mrs. AppLesy: If he isn’t he very soon will be. She’s too 
pretty for any man to resist long. 

Artuur: [Light/y.] You know them, the brutes, don’t you? 

Mrs. AppLeBy: Bless their hearts, I don’t blame them. What 
are pretty girls for except to make nice men happy? I 
was a pretty girl myself once. 

ArtHur: And was Mr. Appleby a nice man? 

AppLesy: I think I must have been, for you’ve certainly 
made me happy, my dear. 

Mrs. AppLesy: I wish you’d put that in writing, George. 
I’d like to have a little something like that by me when 
you’ve got a bit of a chill on your liver. 

AppLeBy: H’m, I think bed’s the place for you, Fanny. Say 
good night to her ladyship and let’s be going. 

Mrs. Apptesy: Good night, Lady Little, and thank you so 
much for asking us. We have enjoyed ourselves. 

Vio.teT: Good night. 

AppLesy: Good night. 

ArtuHur: I hope you'll have a pleasant journey home. 
Lucky people, you’ll see the spring in England. When 
you get back the hedgerows will be just bursting into 
leaf. 

[Te APPLEBYS go out. 

VioLET: How old is this American girl, Henry? 

Henry: Oh, I don’t know, about nineteen or twenty. 

VIoLeEr: Is she as pretty as they say? 

Henry: Rather. 

Viouet: Is she fair? 

Henry: Very. She’s got wonderful hair. 

VioLet: You’ve never mentioned her. Do you think 
Ronny is in love with her? 

Henry: Oh, I don’t know about that. She’s great fun. And 
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you know, it’s always flattering when a pretty girl makes 
a dead set at you. 


[There is a momentary silence. NioLer is extremely 
disturbed by the news that has just reached her. 
ARTHUR realises that a crisis has come. 


CrrisTINA: [In a matter-of-fact way.| Let us hope that some- 
thing will come of it. There’s no reason why Ronny 
shouldn’t marry. I think men marry much too late 
nowadays. 

[ANNE aad RONNY appear. 

ANNE: I’m absolutely ashamed of myself. I half expected to 
find you’d all gone to bed. 

Viowet: [Swiling.| Have you been having a jolly dance? 


Anne: Think of having a good band and the whole floor to 
oneself. By the way, Violet, the band want to know if 
they can go away. 


Vio.et: Pm sorry I had to cut your dance, Ronny. 
Ronny: It was rotten luck. But I suppose on these occasions 
small fry like me have to put up with that sort of thing. 


Viotet: If you like we'll have a turn now before we send 
the band away. 


Ronny: I'd love it. 
[ArrHuR gives a littl start and looks at VIOLET 
curiously. ANNE is surprised too. 
CuristIna: If you’re going to start dancing again we'll go. 
Henry has to be at his office early in the morning. 
VIOLET: Good night, then. 


Cristina: [Kissing her.] Your dance has been a great 
success. 


VIOLET: It’s nice of you to say so. 


Curistina: [To AnrHUR.] Good night, dear old thing. God 
bless and guard you always. 
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ArtHur: My dear Christina, why this embarrassing 
emotion? 

Cristina: I don’t know what we should do if anything 
happened to you. 

Artuur: Don’t be an idiot, my dear; nothing is going to 
happen to me. 

CHRISTINA: [With a smile.| I can’t get you out of thinking 
me a perfect fool. 

Artur: Be off with you, Christina. If you go on finding 
out things that are not your business I shall have you 
deported. 

VioLET: What has she found out now? 

ArtuHur: A trifle that we thought it wouldn’t hurt the public 
to know nothing about. 

Curistina: [Shaking hands with Ronny.| I don’t grudge you 
your job any more. We’re all under a debt of gratitude 
to you. 

Ronny: I had a bit of luck, that’s all. It’s nothing to make a 
fuss about. 

ArtHurR: Go and have your dance, darling. It’s really 
getting very late. 

Vio.et: [To Ronny.] Are you ready? 

Ronny: What shall we make them play? 

[They go ont. 

Curistina: Good night, Anne. 

ANNE: [Kissing her.] Good night, my dear. [HENRY shakes 
hands with ANNE and Artuur. He and his mother go out.| 
I suppose I mayn’t ask what Christina was referring to? 

ArtuHurR: I can’t prevent you from asking. 

ANNE: But you have no intention of answering. What is the 
matter, Arthur? You look so deadly white. 

ArtuHour: Nothing. I’m tired. I had a busy day and now the 
dance. [The sound of a waltz is heard.) Oh, damn that 
music] 
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you. In the old days you used to bring your troubles to 

me, Arthur. 

Arruur: I tell you I’m only tired. What is the use of 
talking about what can’t be helped? 

Anne: You must know that I notice most things that 
concern your happiness. [Looking away.] Why did you 
imagine I took so much trouble to get Ronny moved to 
Paris? 

ArTHour: I suspected. Ought I to thank you? I’m too 
miserable and too humiliated. 

ANNE: Have you heard about a Miss Pender? She’s an 
American girl. 

ArtuHur: Of course I have. It’s my business to know every- 
thing that goes on in Cairo. 

Anne: Don’t you think that may be the solution? 

[HENRY comes in. 


ARTHUR: [Sharply.] What d’you want? 
Henry: I beg your pardon. Mother left her fan here. 
[He takes it up from a chair. 


Arruur: I thought you’d gone five minutes ago. 
Henry: Oh, we just stood for a moment to look at Ronny 
and Violet dancing. Upon my soul it’s a fair treat. 
ArruHur: They make a wonderful couple, don’t they? 
Henry: I’m afraid Violet’s awfully tired. She’s not saying a 
word and she’s as white as a sheet. 
ArtHur: [Pl send her to bed as soon as they’ve finished. 
Henry: Good night. 
Arruur: [Swiling.] Good night, my boy. 
[Exst Henry. 
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act Il 

Anne: Is anything the matter? 

Arruur: Tell me about this American gitl. She’s in love 
with Ronny, isn’t she? 

ANNE: Yes, that’s obvious. 

ArtHur: And he? 

Anne: He’s been very unhappy, you know. 

Artuur: [Almost savagely.] That is a calamity which I find 
myself able to bear with patience. 

ANNE: And now he’s surprised and pleased. I’ve met her. 
Poor dear, she did everything to make me like her, 
because Ronny was my brother. She’s awfully pretty. 
He’s not in love with her yet. But I think he may be. 
He’s on the brink and if there were nothing else he’d fall 
over. 

ArtHurR: That is what I suspected. You know, Anne, the 
longer I live the more inexplicable I find human beings. 
I always thought I was by way of being a fairly decent 
fellow. I never knew what mean beastliness there was 
inside me. It would be quite impossible for me to tell 
you how I hate your brother. I’ve had to be jolly and 
affable with him and, by George, I wanted to kill him. 


ANNE: Why didn’t you let him go? Are you sure it was 
necessary to give him that job? 
ArtuHur: Already he’s been invaluable. 
ANNE: Then one can only hope for the best. 
[There is a moment’s pause. When ARTHUR speaks it is at 
first rather to himself than to ANNE. 


ArTHuR: No one knows what I’ve gone through during the 
last few months. I’ve been devoured with jealousy and I 
knew it would be fatal if I showed Violet the least trace 
of ill-temper. I kept on saying to myself that it wasn’t 
her fault if she was in love with Ronny. [Hwmorously.] 
You can’t think how devilish hard it is not to resent the 
fact that somebody doesn’t care for you. 
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Anne; [With a chuckle.| Oh yes, I can. 


Arruur: I knew that almost everything depended on how I 
acted during these weeks, and the maddening thing was 
that I could do nothing but sit still and control myself. I 
saw her miserable and knew that she didn’t want my 
comfort. I’ve yearned to take her in my arms and I’ve 
known she’d /e¢ me because it was her duty. Those dear 
good donkeys, the Applebys, told me just now they 
thought I must be the happiest man alivel Week after 
week, with an aching heart, I’ve forced myself to be gay 
and amusing. D’you think I’m amusing, Anne? 

ANNE: Sometimes. 


Arruur: The battle has been so unfair. All the dice are 
loaded against me. He has every advantage over me. 
But at last I thought I’d won. I thought Violet was 
getting more resigned. She told me herself just now that 
the worst was over. And those confounded people must 
go and upset the apple-cart. Damn their eyes! 

ANNE: Why? 

ArtHur: The Applebys told her about Miss Pender. It was 
very natural. They knew no reason for not repeating the 
hotel gossip. 

ANNE: Was that why she asked Ronny to dance with her? 


Artuur: Yes. It’s the crisis. She had the strength to keep 
him at arm’s length when she knew he loved her. What 
will she do now? 

ANNE: You heard what Henry said. They don’t seem to be 
talking to one another. 


Arruur: No. 
ANNE: Why did you let them dance together? You might 
easily have said it was too late and the band must go. 


ArtHuR: What good would that do? No. I’ve done 
nothing to prevent their meeting. I’ve left them absolute 
liberty. 
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Anne: Do you think it’s fair to Violet? You know, women 
act so much on impulse. The surroundings and the 
circumstances have so much influence on them. Think 
of the excitement of dancing, the magic of this wonderful 
night, and the solitude under these stars. You complain 
the dice are loaded against you, but now you’re double- 
loading them against yourself. 


ArtTHoR: It tortures me, but I must give them the oppor- 
tunity to fight the matter out for themselves. 


ANne: Poor child, she’s so young. 
ARTHUR: Too young. 


ANNE: Don’t say that; it sounds as though you regretted 
having married her. 


ArtHuR: Don’t you imagine that regret has been tormenting 
her ever since she found out what love really was? Even 
though I love her with all my heart I know now that I 
made a mistake. Do you think you can make anyone love 
you by constant tenderness, devotion, and kindness? 


Anne: Not a man perhaps. But a woman yes, yes, yes! 


ArtHur: Whoever loved that loved not at first sight? I 
want so tremendously to make her happy, and I’ve only 
made her utterly miserable. And there’s no way out. 
It’s a pity that a convenient attack of brain fever can’t 
catry me off, but I’m as strong as a horse. 


Anne: You know, Arthur, there’s one compensation about 
the pains of love. While one’s suffering from them one 
feels one will never get over them, but one does, and 
when they’re gone they don’t even leave a scar. One 
looks back and remembers one’s torment and marvels 
that it was possible to suffer like that. 


ArtHur: You talk as though you’d had experience. 
ANNE: I have. 


Arrtuur: I always look upon you as so calm and self- 
controlled. 
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ANNE: I was desperately in love for years with a man. I 
should have made him an excellent wife, although it’s I 
as says it. But it never occurred to him for an instant 
that my feelings were more than friendly. And eventually 
he married somebody else. 

ArtHur: My dear friend, I hate to think cf your being 
unhappy. 

ANNE: I’m not. That’s why I told you the tragic story. 
I’ve got over it so completely that now I have an equal 
affection both for him and his wife. 

ArtHuR: D’you know, Anne, at one time I very nearly 
asked you to marry me? 

ANNE: [Gai/y.] Oh, what nonsense! 

Artuour: I daresay it’s as well I didn’t. I should have lost 
the best friend I’ve ever had. 

ANNE: On the other hand, I’ve lost the satisfaction of 
refusing the most distinguished man of our day. Why 
didn’t you ask me? 

ARTHUR: You were such an awfully good friend. I thought 
we were very well as we were. 

ANNE: That isn’t the reason, Arthur. You didn’t ask me 
because you didn’t love me. If you had you’d have let 
friendship go hang. [Seeing that he is not paying any 
attention to her.) What’s the matter? 

ArtHuR: The music has stopped. 

ANNE: [With a slight tightening of the lips.) 'm afraid my 
concerns don’t interest you very much. I was only 
talking about them to distract you. 


Artuur: Forgive me, but I’ve got this anguish gnawing at 
my heart. Anne, when they come back here I want you 
to come with me for a stroll in the garden. 

Anne: Why? I’m frightfully tired. I think I shall go to bed. 


Artruur: No, do this for me, Anne. I want to give them 
their chance. It may be the last chance for all of us. 
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\NNE: [With a fittle sigh.| Very well, T’ll do even that for 
you. 

\RTHUR: You area good friend, and I’ma selfish beast. 

\NNE: I wish you could have a child, Arthur. That might 
settle everything. 

ARTHUR: That is what I look forward to with all my heart. 
I think she might love her baby’s father. 

ANNE: Then she’ll realise that only you could have been so 
tolerant and so immensely patient. When she looks back 
she'll be filled with gratitude. 

[RONNY and VIOLET come in. 


VioLeT: I’ve told the band they can go. 

ArtHur: I don’t suppose they wanted telling twice. Did 
you have a pleasant dance? 

Vioxer: I was very tired. 

Ronny: It was brutal of me to make you dance so long. Pl 
say good night before I’m turned out. 

ARTHUR: Oh, won’t you sit down and have a cigarette 
before you go? Anne and I were just going to stroll to 
the end of the garden to have a look at the Nile. 

VIOLET: Oh. 

ANNE: I’m too restless to go to bed just yet. 

[ARTHUR and ANNE go out. VIOLET and RONNY do not 
speak for a moment. At first the conversation is quite 
light. 

VioLetT: What was it that Christina was referring to just 
now? Had it anything to do with you? 

Ronny: I don’t think I’m justified in telling you about it. 
If Sir Arthur thinks you should know I daresay he’d 
rather tell you himself. 

Viotet: Of course you mustn’t tell me if it’s a secret. 

Ronny: [Id almost forgotten what a beautiful dancer you 
were. 
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Viotet: [With a smile.] So soon? 

Ronny: You haven’t given me much chance of dancing with 
you during the last few weeks. 

VrioLeT: I hear there’s a girl at the Ghezireh Palace who 
dances very well. Miss Pender, isn’t that her name? 

Ronny: Yes, she’s wonderful. 

Vio.et: I’m told she’s charming. 

Ronny: Very. 

Vio.et: I should like to meet her. I wonder whom I know 
that could bring us together. 

Ronny: [W7:th a change of tone.) Why do you speak of her? 

Vroer: Is there any reason why I shouldn’t? 

Ronny: Do you know that this is the first time I’ve been 
quite alone with you for six weeks? 

Viouet: [S42// quite lightly.] It was inevitable that when you 
ceased being Arthur’s private secretary we should sce less 
of one another. 

Ronny: I only welcomed my new job because I thought I 
shouldn’t be utterly parted from you. 

VIoLET: Don’t you think it was better that we shouldn’t see 
too much of one another? 

Ronny: What have I done to you, Violet? Why have you 
been treating me like this? 

Viotet: ’'m not conscious that I’ve treated you differently 
from what I used. 

Ronny: Why didn’t you answer my letters? 


Viouet: [In a low voice.| Thadn’t anything to say. 


Ronny: I wonder if you can imagine what I went through, 
the eagerness with which I looked forward to a letter 
from you, just a word or two would have satisfied me, 
how anxiously I expected each post, and my despair 
when day after day went by. 


VIOLET: You ought not to have written to me. 
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Ronny: D’you think I could help myself? Have you 
forgotten that day when we thought we were never 
going to meet again? If you wanted me to be nothing 
more than a friend why did you tell me you loved me? 
Why did you let me kiss you and hold you in my arms? 

VioLet: You know quite well. I lost my head. I was 
foolish. You—you attached too much importance to the 
emotion of the moment. 

Ronny: Oh, Violet, how can you say that? I know you 
loved me then. After all, the past can’t be undone. I 
loved you. I know you loved me. We couldn’t go back 
to the time when we were no more than friends. 

VioLet: You forget that Arthur is my husband and you owe 
him everything in the world. We both owe him every- 
thing in the world. 

Ronny: No, I don’t forget it fora moment. After all, we’re 
straight, both of us, and we could have trusted ourselves. 
I wanted nothing but to be allowed to love you and to 
know that you loved me. 


Vioter: Do you remember what you said in the first letter 
you wrote me? 


Ronny: Oh, you can’t blame me for that. I’d loved you so 
long, so passionately. I’d never dared to hope that you 
cared for me. And when I knew! I never said a tenth 
part of what I wanted to. I went home and I just wrote 
all that had filled my heart to overflowing. I wanted you 
to know how humbly grateful I was for the wonderful 
happiness you’d given me. I wanted you to know that 
my soul to its most hidden corners was yours for ever. 


VioLtet: How could I answer ite 


Ronny: You needn’t have been afraid of me, Violet. If it 
displeased you I would never even have told you that I 
loved you. I would have carried you in my heart like an 
image of the Blessed Virgin. When we met here or 
there, though there were a thousand people between us 
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and we never exchanged a word, I should have known 
that we were the only people in the world, and that 
somehow, in some strange mystic fashion, I belonged to 
you and you belonged to me. Oh, Violet, I only wanted 
a little kindness. Was it so much to ask? 


[VioLer is moved to the very depths of her heart. She can 
scarcely control herself; the pain she suffers seems 
unendurable, her throat is so dry that she can hardly 
Speak. 

VioLteT: They saw that Miss Pender is in love with you. Is 
it true? 

Ronny: A man’s generally a conceited ass when he thinks 
girls are in love with him. 

VioLeT: Never mind that. Is it true? Please be frank with 
me, 

Ronny: Perhaps it is. 

VioLeT: Would she marry you if you asked her? 

Ronny: I think so. 

VioreT: She can’t have fallen in love with you without some 
encouragement. 

Ronny: She plays tennis a good deal and she’s very fond of 
dancing. You know, I was rather wretched. Sometimes 
you looked at me as though you hated me. You seemed 
to try and avoid me. I wanted to forget. I didn’t know 
what I’d done to make you treat me so cruelly. It was 
very pleasant to be with someone who seemed to want 
me. Everything I did pleased her. She’s rather like you. 
When I was with her I was a little less unhappy. When I 
found she was in love with me I was touched and I was 
tremendously grateful. 

Vioutet: Are you sure you’re not in love with her? 

Ronny: Yes, I’m quite sure. 

Viotet: But you like her very much, don’t you? 


Romar: Yes, very much. 
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Vio.teT: Don’t you think if it weren’t for me you would be 
in love with her? 


Ronny: J don’t know. 
VioteT: I’d like you to be frank with me. 


Ronny: [Unaillingly.| You don’t want my love. She’s 
sweet and kind and tender. 
Vio.eT: I think she might make you very happy. 
Ronny: Who knows? 
[There is a pause. Viower forces herself to make the 


final renunciation. Her fingers move spasmodically in 
the effort she makes to speak calmly. 


VIOLET: It seems a pity that you should waste your life for 
nothing. I’m afraid you’ll think mea heartless flirt. I’m 
not that. At the time I feel all I say. But... I don’t 
quite understand myself. I take a violent fancy to 
someone, and I lose my head, but somehow it doesn’t 
last. I. . . I suppose I’m not capable of any enduring 
passion. There are people like that, aren’t there? It goes 
just as suddenly as it comes. And when it goes—well, it’s 
gone for ever. I can’t understand then what on earth I 
saw in the man who made my heart go pit-a-pat. ’m 
dreadfully sorry I caused you so much pain. You took 
it so much mote seriously than I expected. And after- 
wards I didn’t know what to do. You must—you must 
try to forgive me. 

[There ts a long pause. 

Ronny: Don’t you love me at all now? 


Vioxet: It’s much better that I should tell you the truth, 
isn’t it? even at the risk of hurting your feelings. I’m 
frightfully ashamed of myself. I’m afraid you’ll think me 
awfully frivolous. 

Ronny: Why don’t you say it right out? 

VioLtET: D’you want me to? [She hesitates, but then takes 
courage.\ \’m very sorry, dear Ronny, I’m afraid I don’t 
cate for you in that way at all. 
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Ronny: I’m glad to know. 

VioLeT: You’re not angry with me? 

Ronny: Ob, no, my dear, how can you help it? We’re made 
as we're made. . . . D’you mind if I go now? 

VIoLET: Won’t you stop and say good night to Anne? 

Ronny: No, if you don’t mind, I’d like to go quickly. 

VIOLET: Very well. And try to forgive me, Ronny. 

Ronny: Good night. 

[He takes her hand and they look into one another’s eyes. 

Vio.ter: Good night. 

[He goes out. Viower clasps her hands to her heart as 
though to ease its aching. ANNE and ARTHUR return. 

ANNE: Where is Ronny? 

VIoLET: He’s gone. It was so late. He asked me to say 
good night to you. 

ANNE: Thank you. It must be very late. Dll say good 
night too. [She bends down and kisses VioLer.} Good 
night, Arthur. 

ArtHur: Good night. [She goes out. ARTHUR sits down. A 
Sais comes in and turns out some of the lights. In the distance is 
beard the wailing of an Arab song. ARTHUR motions to the 
Sais.] Leave these. Pll turn them out myself. [Ie Sats 
goes in and turns out all the lights in the lower rooms but one. 
The light remains now only just round ARTHUR and VIOLET. 
The Arab song is like a wail of pain.| That sounds strangely 
after the waltzes and one-steps that we’ve heard this 
evening. 

VIOLET: It seems to come from very far away. 

ARTHUR: It seems to wail down the ages from an im- 
measurable past. 


VioLeT: What does it say? 
Artuur: I don’t know. It must be some old lament. 
VioueT: It’s heartrending. 
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Arruur: Now it stops. 

VioteT: The garden is so silent. It seems to be listening too. 

Artuur: Are you awfully unhappy, Violet? 

Viotet: Awfully. 

Artruur: It breaks my heart that I, who would do anything 
in the world for you, can do so little to console you. 

Vioter: Had you any idea that Ronny no longer cared for 
me? 

ARTHUR: How should I know what his feelings were? 

Viouet: It never occurred to me that he could change. I 
felt so secure in his love. It never occurred to me that 
anyone could take him from me. 

Artuur: Did he tell you he didn’t care for you any more? 

VioLet: No. 

Arruur: I don’t think he’s in love with Miss Pender. 

VioLeT: I told him that he meant nothing to me any more. 
I told him that I took fancies and got over them. I made 
him think I was a silly flirt. And he believed me. If he 
loved me truly, truly, as he did before, whatever I’d said 
he’d have known it was incredible. Oh, I wouldn’t have 
believed him if he’d made himself cheap in my eyes. 

ARTHUR: My poor child. 

VIOLET: He’s not in love with her yet. I know that. He’s 
only pleased and flattered. He’s angry with me. If he’s 
angry he must love me still. He asked so little. It only 
needed a word and he would have loved me as much as 
ever. What have done? What harm would it have done 
you? I’ve sent him away now for good. It’s all over and 


done with. And my heart aches. What shall I do, 
Arthure 


ArtTHuR: My dear, have courage. I beseech you to have 
courage. 

Vioxet: I suppose it’s shameful that we should have loved 
one another at all. But how could we help it? We’re 
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masters of our actions, but how can we command our 
feelings? After all, our feelings are our own. I don’t 
know what I’m going to do, Arthur. It wasn’t so bad till 
to-night; I could control myself, I thought my pain was 
growing less. . . . Tlong for him with all my soul, and I 
must let him go. Oh, I hate him. I hate him. If he’d 
loved me he might have been faithful to me a few short 
weeks. He wouldn’t cause me such cruel pain. 

Artuur: Don’t be unjust to him, Violet. I think he fell in 
love with you without knowing what was happening to 
him. And when he knew I think he struggled against it 
as honourably as you did. You know that very little 
escapes me. I’ve seen a sort of shyness in him when he 
was with me, as though he were a little ashamed in my 
presence, I even felt sorry for him because he felt he was 
behaving badly to me and he couldn’t help himself. He’s 
suffered just as much as you have. It’s not very strange 
that when this girl fell in love with him it should seem to 
offer a new hope. He was unhappy and she comforted 
him. Anne says she’s rather like you. If ever he loves 
her perhaps it will be you that he loves in her. 

VioLet: Why do you say all this to me? 

ARTHUR: You’ve been so wretched. I don’t want bitterness 
to come to you now. I can’t bear that you should think 
your first love has been for someone not worthy of it. I 
think time will heal the wounds which now you think 
are incurable, but when it does I hope that you will look 
back on your love as a thing only of beauty. 

VioLet: Jama beast, Arthur. I don’t deserve anyone to be 
so good to me as you ate. 

ArrHur: And there’s something else I must tell you... . 
It appears that various enterprising people have been 
laying plans to put me out of the way. 

VioteT: [Startled.| Arthur! 

Arrtuur: I find that there was a plot to kill me this morning 
on my way to the review. 
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Vioter: How awfull 

ArruHur: Oh, it’s nothing to be alarmed about. We’ve 
settled everything without any fuss. Our old friend 
Osman Pasha is going to spend some time on his 
country estates for the good of his health, and half a 
dozen foolish young men are under lock and key. But it 
might have come off except for Ronny. It was Ronny 
who saved me. 

VioLeT: Ronny? Oh, I’m so glad. It makes up a little for 
the rest. 

Artuur: He dida fine thing. He showed determination and 
presence of mind. 

VrioLer: Oh, my husband! My dear, dear Arthur! 

ARTHUR: You’re not sorry? 

Viotet: Pm glad I’ve done what I have, Arthur. I’ve 
sometimes felt I gave you so little in return for all you’ve 
given me. But at least now I’ve given you all I had to 
give. 

Artuur: Don’t think it will be profitless. To do one’s duty 
sounds a rather cold and cheerless business, but some- 
how in the end it does give one a queer sort of satis- 
faction. 

Viotet: What should I do if I lost you? It makes me sick 
with fear. 

Arruur: [With a tender smile.) I had an idea you’d be glad I 
escaped. 

VioLeT: All I’ve suffered has been worth while. Ive done 
something for you, haven’t IP And even something for 
England. . . . Pmso tired. 

ArtHur: Why don’t you go to bed, darling? 

Vio.eT: No, I don’t want to go yet. I’m too tired. Let me 
stay here a little longer. 

ArtuHurR: Put your feet up. 


VIOLET: Come and sit close to me, Arthur. I want to be 
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comforted. You’re so good and kind to me, Arthur. 
I’m so glad I have you. You will never fail me. 

ArtuHur: Never. [She gives a little shudder.) What’s the 
matter? 

ViotetT: I hope he'll marry her quickly. I want to be a good 
wife to you. I want your love. I want your love so badly. 

ArtHuR: My dear one. 

VIoLeT: Put your arms round me. I’m so tired. 

ArrHur: You're halfasleep. . . . Are you asleep? 


[Her eyes are closed. He kisses her gently. In the distance 
there is heard again the melancholy wail of a Bedouin 
love-song. 


THE END 
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EAST OF SUEZ 


SCENE I 


SCENE: 1 street in Peking. Several shops are shown. Their 
fronts are richly decorated with carved wood painted red and 
profusely gilt. The counters are elaborately carved. Outside are 
huge signboards. The shops are open to the street and you can see 
the various wares they sell. One is a coffin shop, where the 
coolies are at work on a coffin: other coffins, ready for sale, are 
displayed; some of them are of plain deal, others are rich with 
black and gold. The next shop is a money-changer’s. Then there 
is a lantern shop in which all manner of coloured lanterns are 
hanging. After this comes a druggist’s where there are queer 
things in bottles and dried herbs. .A small stuffed crocodile is a 
prominent object. Next to this is a shop where crockery is sold, 
large coloured jars, plates, and all manner of strange animals. 
In all the shops two or three Chinamen are seated. Some read 
newspapers through great horn spectacles; some smoke water- 
pipes. 

The street is crowded. Here is an itinerant cook with his two chests, 
in one of which is burning charcoal: he serves out bowls of rice 
and condiments to the passers-by who want food. There is a 
barber with the utensils of bis trade. .A coolie, seated on a stool, 
is having his head shaved. Chinese walk to and fro. Some are 
coolies and wear blue cotton in various stages of raggedness; 
some in black gowns and caps and black shoes are merchants and 
clerks. There is a beggar, gaunt and thin, with an untidy mop of 
bristly hair, in tatters of indescribable filthiness. He stops at 
one of the shops and begins along wail. For a time no one takes 
any notice of him, but presently on a word from the fat shop- 
keeper an assistant gives him a few cash and he wanders on. 
Coolies, half naked, hurry by, bearing great bales on their yokes. 
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They utter little sharp cries for people to get out of their way. 
Peking carts with their blue hoods rumble noisily along. 
Rickshaws pass rapidly in both directions, and the rickshaw 
boys shout for the crowd to make way. In the rickshaws are 
grave Chinese. Some are dressed in white ducks after the 
European fashion; in other rickshaws are Chinese women in 
long smocks and wide trousers, or Manchu ladies, with their 
faces painted like masks, in embroidered silks. Women of 
various sorts stroll about the street or enter the shops. You see 
them chaffering for various articles. 

A water-carrier passes along with a creaking barrow, slopping the 
water as he goes; and an old blind woman, a masseuse, advances 
Slowly, striking wooden clappers to proclaim her calling. A 
musician stands on the curb and plays a tuneless melody on a 
one-stringed fiddle. From the distance comes the muified sound 
of gongs. There is a babel of sound caused by the talking of all 
these people, by the cries of coolies, the gong, the clappers, and the 
jiddle. From burning joss-sticks in the shops in front of the 
household god comes a savour of incense. 


Al couple of Mongols ride across on shaggy ponies; they wear high 
boots and Astrakhan caps. Then a string of camels sways 
Slowly down the street. They carry great burdens of skins from 
the deserts of Mongolia. They are accompanied by wild-looking 
fellows. Two stout Chinese gentlemen are giving their pet birds 
an airing; the birds are attached by the leg with a string and sit 
on little wooden perches. The two Chinese gentlemen discuss 
their merits. Round about them small boys play. They run 
hither and thither pursuing one another amid the crowd. 


END OF SCENE I 


SCENE If 


SCENE: 4 small verandah on an upper storey of the British 
American Tobacco Company's premises, the upper part of 
which the staff lives in. At the back are heavy arches of 
whitewashed masonry and a low wall which serves as a parapet. 
Green blinds are drawn. There is a bamboo table on which are 
copies of illustrated papers, a couple of long bamboo chairs and 
two or three smaller arm-chairs. The floor is tiled. 


On one of the long chairs HAROLD Knox is /ying asleep. He ts a 
young man of pleasing appearance. He wears white ducks, but he 
has taken off his coat, which lies on a chair, and his collar and tie 
and pin. They are on the table by his side. He is troubled by a 
ty and, half waking but with bis eyes still closed, tries to drive it 
away. 


Knox: Curse it. [He opens bis eyes and yawns.) Boy! 
Wu: [Oxtside.] Ye. 
Knox: What’s the time? 


[Wu comes in; he is a Chinese servant in a long blue gown 
with a black cap on his head. He bears a tray on which 
is a bottle of whisky, a glass and a syphon. 

Wu: My no sabe. 

Knox: Anyhow, it’s time for a whisky and soda. [Wu puts 
the tray down on the table. KNox smiles.] Intelligent 
anticipation. Model servant and all that sort of thing. 
[Wu pours out the whisky.) You don’t care if I drink 
myself to death, Wu—do you? [Wu smiles, showing all his 
seeth.| Fault of the climate. Give me the glass. [Wu does 
so.] You’re like a mother to me, Wu. [He drinks and puts 
down the glass.) By George, I feel another man. The bull- 
dog breed, Wu. Never say die. Rule, Britannia. Pull up 
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the blinds, you lazy blighter. The sun’s off and the place 
is like an oven. 
[Wu goes over and pulls up one blind after the other. An 
expanse of blue sky is seen. HENRY ANDERSON comes 
in. He is a man of thirty, fair, good-looking, with a 
pleasant, honest face. His obvious straightforwardness 
and sincerity make him attractive. 


Harry: [Breezi/y.| Hulloa, Harold, you seem to be taking it 
easy. 

Knox: There was nothing to do in the office, and I thought 
I'd get in my beauty sleep while I had the chance. 

Harry: I thought you had your beauty sleep before mid- 
night. 

Knox: I’m taking time by the forelock so as to be on the 
safe side. 

Harry: Are you going on the loose again to-night? 


Knox: Again, Henry? 
Harry: You were blind last night. 


Knox: [With great satisfaction.| Paralytic. . . . Hulloa, 
who’s this? 
[He catches sight of the AMAH who has just entered. She is 
a little, thin, wrinkled, elderly Chinawoman in a long 
smock and trousers. She has gold pins in her sleek 
black hair. When she sees she has been noticed she 
smiles obsequiously. 


Knox: Well, fair charmer, what can we do for you? 
Harry: What does she want, Wu? 

Kwox: Is this the face that launched a thousand ships? 
AMAH: My Missy have pay my letter. 


Harry: [W7th sudden eager interest.| Ate you Mrs. Rathbone’s 
amah? Have you got a letter for me? 


Aman: My belofig Missy Rathbone amah. 
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Harry: Well, hurry up, don’t be all night about it. Lend 
me a dollar, Harold. I want to give it to the old girl. 
[The Aman takes a note out of her sleeve and gives it to 
Harry. He opens it and reads. 
Knox: I haven’t got a dollar. Give her a chit or ask Wu- 
He’s the only man I know who’s got any money. 


Harry: Let me havea dollar, Wu. Chop-chop. 


Wu: My go catchee. 
[He goes out. The AmMAw is standing near the table. 
While Knox and Harry go on talking she notices 
Knox’s pin. She smiles and smiles and makes little 
bows to the tuo men, but at the same time her band 
cautiously reaches out for the pin and closes om it. 
Then she secretes it in her sleeve. 
Harry: I thought you were going to play tennis this 
afternoon. 
Knox: So Iam, later on. 
Harry: [Swi/ing.] Do it now, dear boy. That is a precept a 
business man should never forget. 
Knox: I should hate to think you wanted to be rid of me. 


Harry: I dote on your company, but I feel that I mustn’t be 
selfish. 

Kwox: [Pulling his leg.) To tell you the truth, I don’t feel 
very fit to-day. 

Harry: A little bilious, I daresay. Half a dozen hard 
sets are just what you want. 


[He hands Knox bis coat. 
Knox: What is this? 
Harry: Your coat. 


Knox: You’re making yourself almost distressingly plain. 
[Wu comes back and bands Harry a dollar, then goes out. 
Haray gives the dollar to the Aman. 
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Harry: Here’s a dollar for you, Amah. You go back to 
missy and tell her it’s all right and will she come chop- 
chop. Sabe? 

AMAH: My sabe. Goo’-bye. 

Knox: God bless you, dearie. It’s done me good to see 
your winsome little face. 

Harry: [W47¢h 2 smile.) Shut up, Harold. 

[The AMAH, ith nods, smiles, and bows, goes out. 

Knox: Harry, my poor friend, is it possible that you have an 
assignation? 

Harry: What is possible is that if you don’t get out quick 
Pil throw you out. 

Knox: Why didn’t you say you were expecting a girl? 

Harry: I’m not; I’m expecting a lady. 

Knox: Are you sure you know how to behave? If you’d 
like me to stay and see you don’t do the wrong thing P’ll 
chuck my tennis. I’m always ready to sacrifice myself 
for a friend. 

Harry: Has it struck you that the distance from the 
verandah to the street is very considerable? 

Kwox: And the pavement is hard. I flatter myself I can take 
a hint. I wonder where the devil my pin is. I left it on 
the table. 

Harry: I expect Wu put it away. 

Knox: It’s much more likely that old woman pinched it. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. She wouldn’t dream of such a thing. 
I believe Mrs. Rathbone’s had her for ages. 

Knox: Who is Mrs. Rathbone? 

Harry: [Not wishing to be questioned.| A friend of mine. 

[GEORGE Conway comes in. He is a tall dark man in the 
early thirties. He is a handsome well-built fellow, of a 


somewhat rugged appearance, but urbane and sel?- 
assured. 


GEORGE: May I come in? 
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Harry: [Eagerly, shaking him warmly by the hand.) At last! By 
Jove, it’s good to see you again. You know Knox, don’t 
your 

GeEorGE: I think so. 

Knox: I wash bottles in the B.A.T. I don’t expect the 
Legation bloods to be aware of my existence. 

GrorGE: [With a twinkle in his eye.) 1 don’t know that an 
Assistant Chinese Secretary is such a blood as all that. 

Knox: You’ve just been down to Fuchow, haven’t you? 

GeorGE: Yes, I only got back this morning. 

Knox: Did you see Freddy Baker by any chance? 

GeEorGE: Yes, poor chap. 

Knox: Oh, I’ve got no pity for him. He’s just a damned 
fool. 

Harry: Whyr 

Knox: Haven’t you heard? He’s married a half-caste. 

Harry: What of it? I believe she’s a very pretty girl. 

Knox: I daresay she is. But hang it all, he needn’t have 
married her. 

GerorGE: I don’t think it was a very wise thing to do. 

Harry: I should have thought all those prejudices were out 
of date. Why shouldn’t a man marry a half-caste if he 
wants to? 

Kwox: It can’t be very nice to have a wife whom even the 
missionary ladies turn up their noses at. 

Harry: [With a shrug of the shoulders.| You wait till Freddy’s 
number one in Hankow and can entertain. I bet the 
white ladies will be glad enough to know his missus then. 

GEorGE: Yes, but that’s just it. He'll never get a good job 
with a Eurasian wife. 

Harry: He’s in Jardine’s, isn’t he? Do you mean to say it’s 
going to handicap a man in a shipping firm because he’s 
married a woman who’s partly Chinese? 
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Georce: Of course it is. Jardine’s are about the most 
important firm in China, and the manager of one of their 
principal branches has definite social obligations. Freddy 
Baker will be sent to twopenny-halfpenny outports 
where his wife doesn’t matter. 

Knox: I think he’s damned lucky if he’s not asked to resign, 


Harry: It’s cruel. His wife may be a charming and cul- 
tivated woman. 

Knox: Have you ever known a half-caste that was? 

Harry: I have. 

Kwox: Well, I’ve been in this country for seven years and 
I’ve never met one, male or female, that didn’t give me 
the shivers. 

Harry: I’ve no patience with you. You’re a perfect 
damned fool. 

Knox: [A “ttle surprised, but quite good-humoured.| You're 
getting rather excited, aren’t your 

Harry: [Ho¢/y.] I hate injustice. 

GeorGce: Do you think it really is injustice? The English 
are not an unkindly race. If they’ve got a down on half- 
castes there are probably very good grounds for it. 

Harry: What are they? 

Knox: We don’t much like their morals, but we can’t stick 
their manners. 

GEORGE: Somchow or other they seem to inherit all the bad 
qualities of the two races from which they spring and 
none of the good ones. I’m sure there are exceptions, but 
on the whole the Eurasian is vulgar and noisy. He can’t 
tell the truth if he tries. 

Knox: To do him justice, he seldom tries. 

GEORGE: He’s as vain as a peacock. He'll cringe when he’s 
afraid of you and he’ll bully when he’s not. You can 
never rely on him. He’s crooked from the crown of his 
German hat to the toes of his American boots. 
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Knox: Straight from the shoulder. Take the count, old 
man. 

Harry: [Frigid/y.] Oughtn’t you to be going? 

Knox: [Smiling.] No, but I will. 

Harry: I’m sorry if I was rude to you just now, old man. 

Knox: Silly ass, you’ve broken no bones; my self-esteem, 


thank God, is unimpaired. 
| He goes ont. 


Harry: I say, Pm awfully glad you’re back, George. You 
can’t think how I miss you when you’re away. 

GezorGE: As soon as the shooting starts we'll try and get 
two or three days together in the country. 

Harry: Yes, that would be jolly. [Calling.] Wul 

Wu: [Ovstside.] Yel 

Harry: Bring tea for three. 

GeorGE: Who is the third? 

Harry: When you said you could come round I asked 
somebody I want you very much to meet. 

GEORGE: Who is that? 

Harry: Mrs. Rathbone. . . . I’m going to be married to 
her and we want you to be our best man. 

GzorGeE: Harry! 

Harry: [Boyish/y.] I thought you’d be surprised. 

GEORGE: My dear old boy, Iam so glad. I hope you'll be 
awfully happy. 

Harry: [’m awfully happy now. 

GEORGE: Why have you kept it so dark? 

Harry: I didn’t want to say anything till it was all settled. 
Besides, I’ve only known her six weeks. I met her when 
I was down in Shanghai. . 

GrorGE: Is she a widow? 

Harry: Yes, she was married to an American in the 
F.M.S. 


TI2 EAST OF SUEZ SCENE II 


GEorGE: Is she American? 
Harry: Only by marriage. I’m afraid she didn’t have a very 
happy married life. 


GeorGE: Poor thing. I think I’d take a small bet that you 
won't beat her. 


Harry: I mean to try my best to make her happy. 

GEORGE: You old fool, I’ve never known a man who was 
likely to make a better husband. 

Harry: I’m most awfully in love with her, George. 

GEORGE: Isn’t that ripping! How old is she? 

Harry: Only twenty-two. She’s the loveliest thing you ever 
saw. 

GrorceE: And is she in love with you? 

Harry: She says so. 

GerorGE: She damned well ought to be. 

Harry: I do hope you'll like her, George. 

GeorGe: Of course I shall. You’re not the sort of chap to 
fall in love with a woman who isn’t nice. 

[Harry walks up and down for a moment restlessly. 

Harry: Will you have a whisky and soda? 

GEORGE: No, thanks. . . . Ill wait for tea. 

Harry: She ought to be here in a moment. [Suddenly 
making up bis mind.| It’s no good beating about the bush. 
I may as well tell you at once. Her—her mother was 
Chinese. 

GeorGE: [Unable to conceal his dismay.) Oh, Harry. [4 
pause.| I wish I hadn’t said all that I did just now. 

Harry: Of course you didn’t know. 

GroRGE: [Gravely.| I should have had to say something 
very like it, Harry. But I shouldn’t have put it so 
bluntly. 

Harry: You said yourself there were exceptions. 
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GrorGE: I know. [Distressed.] Won’t your people be 
rather upset? 


Harry: I don’t see how it can matter tothem. They’re nine 
thousand miles away. 


GEORGE: Who was her father? 


Harry: Oh, he was a merchant. He’s dead. And her 
mother is too. 


GEORGE: That’s something. I don’t think you’d much like 
having a Chinese mother-in-law about the place. 


Harry: George, you won’t let it make any difference, will 
your We’ve known one another all our lives. 


GEORGE: My dear old chap, as far as I’m concerned I 
shouldn’t care if you married the first cousin of the Ace of 
Spades. I don’t want you to make a hash of things. 


Harry: Wait till you see her. She’s the most fascinating 
thing you ever met. 


GEORGE: Yes, they can be charming. I was awfully in love 
with a half , with a Eurasian girl myself years ago. 
It was before you came out to the country. I wanted to 
marry her. 

Harry: Why didn’t you? 

GEORGE: It was up in Chung-King. I’d just been appointed 
vice-consul. I was only twenty-three. The Minister 
wired from Peking that I’d have to resign if I did. I 
hadn’t a bob except my salary, and they transferred me to 
Canton to get me away. 





Harry: It’s different for you. You’re in the service and you 
may be Minister one of these days. I’m only a merchant. 


GerorcGe: Even for you there'll be difficulties, you know. 
Has it occurred to you that the white ladies won’t be very 
nice? 

Harry: I can do without their society. 
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GEORGE: You must know some people. It means you’ll 
have to hobnob with Eurasian clerks and their wives. 
I’m afraid you’ll find it pretty rotten. 

Harry: If you’ll stick to me, I don’t care. 


GeorGE: I suppose you’ve absolutely made up your mind? 


Harry: Absolutely. 

GeorGE: In that case Pve got nothing more to say. You 
can’t expect me not to be a little disappointed, but after 
all the chief thing is your happiness, and whatever I can 
do I will. You can put your shirt on that. 

Harry: You’rea brick, George. 

GeEorGE: The little lady ought to be here, oughtn’t she? 


Harry: I think J hear her on the stairs. 

[He goes to the entrance and goes out. Wu brings in the tea 
and sets it on the table. GEORGE walks over to the 
parapet and looks thoughtfully out. There is a sound of 
voices in the adjoining room. 


Harry: [Oxtside.] Come in; he’s on the verandah. 


Datsy: [Oxfside.] One brief look in the glass and then ’m 


ready. 
[HLIARRY envers. 


Harry: She’s just coming. 
GzorGE: I bet she’s powdering her nose. 


Daisy; Here I am. 

[Datsy enters. She is an extremely pretty woman, 
beautifully, perhaps a little showily, dressed, She has a 
pale, very clear, slightly sallow skin, and beautiful dark 
eyes. There is only the very faintest suspicion in them of 
the Chinese slant. Her hair is abundant and black, 


Harry: This is George Conway, Daisy. 
[GzeorGE stares at her. At first he is not quite sure that 
be recognises her, then suddenly he does, but only the 
slightest movement of the eyes betrays him. 
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Darsy: How do you do? I told Harry I had an idea I must 
have met you somewhere. I don’t think I have after all. 

Harry: George flatters himself he’s not easily forgotten. 

Darsy: But I’ve heard so much about you from Harry that I 
feel as though we were old friends. 

GEORGE: It’s very kind of you to say so. 

Harry: Supposing you poured out the tea, Daisy. 

GezorGE: I’m dying fora cup. 

[She sits down and proceeds to do so. 

Daisy: Harry is very anxious that you should like me. 

Harry: George and I have known one another since we 
were kids. His people and mine live quite close to one 
another at home. 

Daisy: But I’m not blaming you. I’m only wondering how 
I shall ingratiate myself with him. 

Harry: He looks rather severe, but he isn’t really. I think 
you’ve only got to be your natural charming self. 

Daisy: Have you told him about the house? 

Harry: No. [To GezorGE.] You know the temple the 
Harrisons used to have. We’ve taken that. 

GerorGeE: Oh, it’s a ripping place. But won’t you find it 
rather a nuisance to have those old monks on the top of 
you all the time? 

Harry: Oh,I don’t think so. Our part is quite separate, you 
know, and the Harrisons made it very comfortable. 

[HaroLD KNox comes in. He has changed into tennis 
things. 

Knox: I say, Harry. . . . [He sees Datsy.] Oh, I beg your 
pardon. 

Harry: Mr. Knox—Mrs. Rathbone. 

[KNox gives her a curt nod, but she holds out ber hand 
affably. He takes it. 

Daisy: How do you do? 
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Knox: I’m sorry to disturb you, Harry, but old Ku Faung 
Min is downstairs and wants to see you. 


Harry: Tell him to goto blazes. The office is closed. 
Knox: He’s going to Hankow to-night, and he says he must 
see you before he goes. He’s got some big order to give. 
Harry: Oh, curse him. I know what heis. He’ll keep me 
talking for halfan hour. D’you mind if I leave you? 
Datsy: Of course not. It'll give me a chance of making Mr. 
Conway’s acquaintance. 
Harry: I'll get rid of him as quickly as I can. 
[He goes out accompanied by KNox. 
Kwox: [As he goes.| Good-bye. 


(GEorGE /ooks at Daisy for a moment. She smiles at 
him. There is a silence. 


GEORGE: Why didn’t you warn me that it was you I was 
going to meet? 

Datsy: I didn’t know what you’d say about me to Harry if 
you knew. 

GerorGE: It was rather a risk, wasn’t it? Supposing P’d 
blurted out the truth. 

Datsy: I trusted to your diplomatic training. Besides, Pd 
prepared for it. I told him I thought I’d met you. 

GeorGE: Harry and I have been pals all our lives. I brought 
him out to China and I got him his job. When he had 
cholera he would have died if I hadn’t pulled him 
through. 

Daisy: I know. And in return he worships the ground you 
tread on. I’ve never known one man think so much of 
another as he does of you. 

GeEorGE: All that’s rot, of course. Sometimes I don’t know 
how I’m going to live up to the good opinion Harry has 
of me. But when you’ve done so much for a pal as I have 
for him, it gives you an awful sense of responsibility 
towards him. 
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Darsy: What do you mean by that? 

GEORGE: I’m not going to let you marry him. 

Daisy: He’s so much in love with me that he doesn’t know 
what to do with himself. 

GeorGez: I know he is. But if you were in love with him 
you wouldn’t be so sure of it. 

Daisy: [W/7th a sudden change of tone.) Why not? I was sure of 
your love. And God knows I was in love with you. 

[GEORGE makes a gesture of dismay. He is taken aback 
for a moment, but he quickly recovers. 

GEORGE: You don’t know what sort of a man Harry is. 
He’s not like the fellows you’ve been used to. He’s never 
knocked around as most of us do. He’s always been as 
straight as a die. 

Datsy: I know. 


GEORGE: Have mercy on him. Even if there were nothing 
else against you, he’s not the sort of chap for you to 
marry. He’s awfully English. 

Daisy: If he doesn’t mind marrying a Eurasian, I really don’t 
see what business it is of yours. 

GxorGe: But you know very well that that isn’t the only 
thing against you. 

Darsy: I haven’t an idea what you mean. 

GrORGE: Haven’t you? You forget the war. When we 
heard there was a very pretty young woman, apparently 
with plenty of money, living at the Hong Kong Hotel on 
very familiar terms with a lot of naval fellows, it became 
our business to make inquiries. I think 1 know every- 
thing there is against you. 

Daisy: Have you any tight to make use of information 
you’ve acquired officially? 

GrorGE: Don’t be a fool, Daisy. 

Darsy: [Passionately.| Tell him then. You’ll break his heart. 
You’ll make him utterly wretched. But he’ll marry me 
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all the same. When a man’s as much in love as he is he'll 
forgive everything. 

GeorGe: I think it’s horrible. If you loved him you 
couldn’t marry him. It’s heartless. 


Darsy: [Violently.| How dare you say that. You... you. 
You know what Iam. Yes, it’s all true. I don’t know 
what you know, but it can’t be worse than the truth. 
And whose fault is it? Yours. If I’m rotten, it’s you who 
made me rotten. 


GrorGeE: I? No. You’ve got no right to say that. It’s cruel. 
It’s infamous. 


Daisy: I’ve touched you at last, have IP Because you know 
it’s true. Don’t you remember when I first came to 
Chung-King? I was seventeen. My father had sent me 
to England to school when I was seven. I never saw him 
for ten years. And at last he wrote and said I was to come 
back to China. You came and met me on the boat and 
told me my father had had a stroke and was dead. You 
took me to the Presbyterian mission. 


GEORGE: That was my job. I was awfully sorry for you. 


Daisy: And then in a day or two you came and told me that 
my father hadn’t left anything and what there was went 
to his relations in England. 


GeoRGE: Naturally he didn’t expect to die. 


Daisy: [Passionately.] If he was going to leave me like that, 
why didn’t he let me stay with my Chinese mother? 
Why did he bring me up like a lady? Oh, it was cruel. 


GeroRGE: Yes. It was unpardonable. 


Daisy: I was so lonely and so frightened. You seemed to be 
sorry for me. You were the only person who was really 
kind to me. You were practically the first man I’d known. 
I loved you. I thought you loved me. Oh, say that you 
loved me then, George. 


GEORGE: You know I did. 
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seemed to care if I was alive or dead. That was my 
mother. Oh, I was so ashamed the first time I saw her. 
At school in England I’d told them so often that she was 
a Chinese princess that I almost believed it myself. She 
looked like an amah. My mother was a dirty little ugly 
Chinawoman. I'd forgotten all my Chinese and I had to 
talk to her in English. She asked me if I'd like to go to 
Shanghai with her. I was ready to do anything in the 
world to get away from the mission, and I thought in 
Shanghai I shouldn’t be so far away from you. They 
didn’t want me to go, but they couldn’t keep me against 
my will, When we got to Shanghai she sold me to Lee 
Tai Cheng for two thousand dollars. 


GeEorGE: How terrible! 


Daisy: I’ve never had a chance. O George, isn’t it possible 
for a woman to turn over a new leaf? You say that 
Harry’s good and kind. Don’t you see what that means 
to me? Because he’ll think me good I shall be good. 
After all, he couldn’t have fallen in love with me if I’d 
been entirely worthless. I hate the life ’ve led. I want to 
go straight. I swear I'll make him a good wife. O 
George, if you ever loved me have pity on me. If 
Harry doesn’t marry me I’m done. 


GrorGE: How cana marriage be happy that’s founded on a 
tissue of lies? 


Daisy: I’ve never told Harry a single lie. 

GzoRGE: You told him you hadn’t been happily married. 
Daisy: That wasn’t a lie. 

GEORGE: You haven’t been married at all. 


Daisy: [With a roguish look.] Well, then, I haven’t been 
happily married, have I 
GrorGE: Who was this fellow Rathbone? 


Daisy: He was an American in business at Singapore. I met 
him in Shanghai. I hated Lee. Rathbone asked me to go 
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to Singapore with him, and I went. I lived with him for 
four years. 


GerorGE: Then you went back to Lee Tai Cheng. 


Daltsy: Rathbone died. There was nothing else to do. My 
mother was always nagging me to go back to him. He’s 
tich and she makes a good thing out of it. 


GeEorRGE: I thought she was dead. 


Daisy: No. I told Harry she was because I thought it 
would make it easier for him. 


GezorGE: She isn’t with you now, is she? 


Darsy: No, she lives at Ichang. She doesn’t bother me as 
long as I send her something every month. 


GrorGE: Why did you tell Harry that you were twenty- 
two? It’s ten years since you came to China, and you 
were seventeen then. 


Daisy: [With a twinkle in her eye.) Any woman of my age will 
tell you that seventeen and ten are twenty-two. 


[GEORGE does hot smile. With frowning brow he walks up 


and down. 


GrorGeE: Oh, I wish to God I knew nothing about you. I 
can’t bring myself to tell him, and yet how can I let him 
marty you in absolute ignorance? O Daisy, for your sake 
as well as for his I beseech you to tell him the whole 
truth and let him decide for himself. 


Darsy: And break his heart? There’s not a missionary who 
believes in God as he believes in me. If he loses his trust 
in me he loses everything. Tell him if you think you 
must, if you have no pity, if you have no regret for all the 
shame and misery you brought on me, you, you, you— 
but if you do, I swear, I swear to God that I shall kill 
myself. I won’t go back to that hateful life. 


[He looks at her earnestly for a moment. 
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Grorce: I don’t know if I’m doing right or wrong. I shall 
tell him nothing. 

[Daisy gives a deep sigh of relief. HARRY comes in. 

Harry: I say, I’m awfully sorry to have been so long. I 
couldn’t get the old blighter to go. 

Daisy: [With complete self-control.) If I say you’ve been an 
age, it’ll look as though Mr. Conway had been boring 
me. 

Harry: I hope you’ve made friends. 

Daisy: [To GzorGz.] Have we? 

GerorGE: I hope so. But now J think I must bolt. I have a 
long Chinese document to translate. [Ho/ding out his 
hand to Datsy.] I hope you'll both be very happy. 

Darsy: I think I’m going to like you. 

GrorGE: Good-bye, Harry, old man. 

Harry: I shall see you later on in the club, shan’t I? 


GeEorGE: IfI can get through my work. 
[He goes oxt. 


Harry: What have you and George been talking about? 

Daisy: We discussed the house. It'll be great fun buying 
things for it. 

Harry: I could have killed that old Chink for keeping me so 
long. I grudge every minute that I spend away from you. 

Daisy: It’s nice to be loved. 

Harry: You do love mea little, don’t you? 

Darsy: A little more than a little, my lamb. 

Harry: I wish I were more worth your while. You’ve 
made me feel so dissatisfied with myself. I’m such a 
rotter. 

Daisy: You’re not going to disagree with me already. 

Harry: What about? 

Daisy: About you. I think you’re a perfect duck. 

[Ie AMAH appears. 
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Harry: Hulloa, who’s this? 

Daisy: Oh, it’s my amah. 

Harry: I didn’t recognise her for a moment. 

Darsy: She doesn’t approve of my being alone with strange 
gentlemen. She looks after me as if I was a child of ten. 

AMAH: Velly late, Missy Daisy. Time you come along. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. 

Daisy: She wants me to go and be fitted. She never lets me 
go out in Peking alone. 

Harry: She’s quite right. 

Daisy: Amah, come and be introduced to the gentleman. 
He’s going to be your master now. 

AMAH: [Swiling, with little nods.) Velly nice gentleman. 
You keepy Missy Daisy old amah—yes? Velly good 
amah—yes? 

Darsy: She’s been with me ever since I was a child. 

Harry: Of course we'll keep her. She was with you when 
you were in Singapore? 

Daisy: [With a little sigh.| Yes, I don’t know what I should 
have done without her sometimes. 

Harry: O Daisy, I do want to make you forget all the 
unhappiness you have suffered. 

[He takes her in his arms and kisses her on the lips. 
The Aman chuckles to herself silently. 


END OF SCENE II 


SCENE III 


SCENE: The Temple of Fidelity and Virtuous Inclination. The 
courtyard is shown. At the back is the sanctuary in which is 
seen the altar table; on this are two large vases in each of which 
are seven lotus flowers, gilt but discoloured by incense, and in the 
middle there is a sand-box in which are burning joss-sticks; 
behind is the image of Buddha. The sanctuary can be closed by 
huge doors. These are now open. A flight of steps leads up to tt. 


AA service is finishing. The monks are seen on each side of the altar 
kneeling in two rows. They are clad in grey gowns and their 
heads are shaven. They sing the invocation to Buddha, repeating 
the same words over and over again in a monotonous chant. 
Daisy stands outside the sanctuary door, on the steps, listlessly. 
The AMAH is squatting by her side. Now the service finishes; 
the monks form a procession and two by two, still singing, come 
down the steps and go out. A tiny acolyte blows out the oil 
lamps and with an effort shuts the temple doors. 


Daisy comes down the steps and sits on one of the lower ones. 
She 7s dreadfully bored. 


AmAH: What is the matter with my pletty one? 

Daisy: What should be the matter? 

AmMAH: [With a snigger.| Hi yah. Old Amah got velly good 
eyes in her head. 

Daisy: [As though talking to herself.| P've got a husband who 
adores me and a nice house to live in. I’ve got a position 
and as much money as I want. I’m safe. I’m respectable. 
I ought to be happy. 

AMAH: I say, Harry no good, what for you wanchee 
marry? You say, I wanchee marry, I wanchee marry. 
Well, you married. What you wanchee how? 
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Daisy: They say life is short. Good God, how long the days 
are. 


Aman: You wanchee pony—Harry give you pony. You 
wanchee jade ring—Harry give you jade ring. You 
wanchee sable coat—Harry give you sable coat. Why 
you not happy? 


Datsy: I never said I wasn’t happy. 
AmAH: Hi yah. 
Datsy: If you laugh like that Pll kill you. 


Aman: You no kill old Amah. You wanchee old Amah. 
I got something velly pletty for my little Daisy flower. 


Datsy: Don’t be an old fool. I’m not a child any more. 
[Desperately.| Pm growing older, older, older. And 
every day is just like every other day. I might as well 
be dead. 


AmAuH: Look this pletty present old Amah have got. 


[She takes a jade necklace out of her sleeve and puts it, 
Smiling, into Datsy’s band. 


Datsy: [With sudden vivacity.| Oh, what a lovely chain. It’s 
beautiful jade. How much do they want for it? 


Aman: It’s a present for my little Daisy. 


Daisy: For me? It must have cost five hundred dollars. 
Who is it from? 

Aman: To-day is my little Daisy’s wedding-day. She have 
married one year. Perhaps old Amah wanchee give her 
little flower present. 

Daisy: You! Have you ever given me anything but a 
beating? 

Aman: Lee Tai Cheng pay me necklace and say you give 
to Daisy. 


Daisy: You old hag. 
[She flings the necklace away violently. 
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Aman: You silly. Worth plenty money. You no wanchee, 
I sell rich Amelican. 

[She is just going after the necklace, when Datsy catches 
ber violently by the arm. 

Daisy: How dare you? How dare you? I told you that 
you were never to let Lee Tai speak to you again. 
AmAH: You very angry, Daisy. You very angry before, 
but you go back to Lee Tai; he think maybe you go 

back again. 

Datsy: Tell him that I loathe the sight of him. Tell him 
that if I were starving I wouldn’t take a penny from him. 
Tell him that if he dares to come round here I'll have 
him beaten till he screams. 

AMAH: Hi yah. 

Daisy: And you leave me alone, will you? Harry hates 
you. DPve only got to say a word and he'll kick you 
out in five minutes. 

AmAnH: What would my little Daisy do without old Amah, 
hi yah? What for you no talkee true? You think old 
Amah no got eyes? [Wz7th a cunning, arch look.| 1 got 
something make you velly glad. 

[She takes a note out of her sleeve. 

Daisy: What’s that? 

AmAH: I got letter. 

Daisy: [Snatching it from ber.| Give it me. How dare you 
hide itr 

AMAH: Have come when you with Harry. I think maybe 
you no wanchee read when Harry there. [Daisy fears 
tt open.| What he say? 

Daisy: [Reading.] “I’m awfully sorry I can’t dine with you 
on Thursday, but ’m engaged. I’ve just remembered 
it’s your wedding day and I’ll look in for a minute. Ask 
Harry if he’d like to ride with me.” 

AmaAuH: Is that alle 
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Daisy: “Yours ever. George Conway.” 

AMAH: You love him very much, George Conway. 

Daisy: [Taking no notice of her, passionately.| At last. I haven’t 
seen him for ten days. Ten mortal days. Oh, I want him. 
I want him. 

AMAH: Why you not talkee old Amah? 

Darsy: [Desperately.] I can’t help myself. Oh, I love him so. 


What shall I do? I can’t live without him. If you don’t 
want me to die make him love me. 


AMAH: You see, you wanchee old Amah. 
Daisy: Oh, ’'m so unhappy. I think I shall go mad. 
Aman: Sh, sh! Maybe he love you too. 


Daisy: Never. He hates me. Why does he avoid me? He 
never comes here. At first he was always looking in. 
He used to come out and dine two or three days a week. 
What have I done to him? He only comes now because 
he does not want to offend Harry. Harry, Harry, what 
do I care for Harry? 

Aman: Sh! Don’t let him see. Give Amah the letter. 

[She snatches it from Daisy and hides it in her dress just 
as Harry comes in. Datsy pulls herself together. 

Harry: I say, Daisy, I’ve just had the ponies saddled. Put 
on your habit and let’s go for a ride. 

Daisy: I’ve got a headache. 

Harry: Oh, my poor child. Why don’t you lie down? 

Daisy: I thought I was better in the air. But there’s no 
reason why you shouldn’t ride. 

Harry: Oh no, I won’t ride without you. 

Darsy: Why on earth not? It'll do you good. You know 
when my head’s bad I only want to be left alone. Your 
pony wants exercising. 

Harry: The boy can do that. 
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Daisy: [Trying to conceal her growing exasperation.| Please do 
as lask. I’d rather you went. 

Harry: [Laughing.] Of course, if you’re so anxious to get 
rid of me... . 

Daisy: [Svi/ing.] I can’t bear that you should be done out 
of your ride. If you won’t go alone you'll just force me 
to come with you. 

Harry: Pll go. Give me a kiss before I do. [She puts up 
her lips to his.) ’m almost ashamed of myself, I’m just 
as madly in love with you as the day we were married. 


Daisy: You are a dear. Have a nice ride, and when you 
come back I shall be all right. 


Harry: That’s ripping. I shan’t be very long. 


[He goes out. The lightness, the smile with which she 
has spoken to Harry disappear as he goes, and she 
looks worried and anxious. 


Daisy: Supposing they meet? 

AmMAH: No can. Harry go out back way. 

Daisy: Yes, I suppose he will. I wish he’d be quick. 
[Volently.| I must see George. 


AmaH: [Picking up the necklace.| Velly pletty necklace. You 
silly girl. Why you no take? 


Daisy: Oh, damn, why can’t you leave me alone? [| Listening.] 
What on earth is Harry doing? I thonght the pony was 
saddled. 


AMAH: [Looking at the necklace.] What shall I do with this? 
Daisy: Throw it in the dustbin. 
AMAH: Lee Tai no likee that very much. 


Daisy: [Hearing the sound of the pony, with a sigh of relief.] 
He’s gone. Now I’m safe. Where’s my bag? [She cakes 
a little mirror out of it and looks at herself.| 1 look perfectly 
hideous. 


Aman: Don’t be silly. You velly pletty girl. 
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Dartsy: [Her ears all alert.] There’s someone riding along. 

Aman: That not pony. That Peking cart. 

Daisy: You old fool, I tell you it’s a pony. At last. Oh, 
my heart’s beating so... . It’s stopping at the gate. 
It’s George. Oh, I love him. I love him. [To she Aman, 
stamping her foot.| What are you waiting for? I don’t 
want you here now; and don’t listen, d’you hear? Get 
out, get out! 

Aman: All light. My go away. 

[Te Aman slinks away. Datsy stands waiting for 
GeorGE, holding her hands to her heart as though to 
Stop the anguish of its beating. She makes a great 
effort at self-control as GEORGE enters. He ts in 
riding kit. He has a bunch of orchids in his hand, 


GerorGE: Hulloa, what are you doing here? 

Datsy: I was tired of sitting in the drawing-room. 

GeEorGE: I remembered it was your wedding-day. I’ve 
brought you a few flowers. 

[She takes them with both hands. 

Daisy: Thank you. That zs kind of you. 

GeorGeE: [Gravely.] I hope you’ll always be very happy. I 
hope you'll allow me to say how grateful ] am that you’ve 
given Harry so much happiness. 

Daisy: You’re very solemn. One would almost think you’d 
prepared that pretty speech beforehand. 

GeEorGE: [Trying to take it lightly.] 'm sorry if it didn’t sound 
natural. I can promise you it was sincere. 

Daisy: Shall we sit down? 

GrorGE: I think we ought to go for our ride while the 
light lasts. Pll come in and have a drink on the way 
back. 

Daisy: Harry’s out. 

GrorGE: Is he? I sent you a note this morning. I said I 
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couldn’t dine on Thursday and I’d come and fetch 
Harry for a ride this afternoon. 

Daisy: I didn’t tell him. 

GEORGE: No? 

Daisy: I don’t see you very often nowadays. 

GEORGE: There’s an awful lot of work to do just now. They 
lead me a dog’s life at the Legation. 

Daisy: Even at night? At first you used to come and dine 
with us two or three nights a week. 

GezorcE: I can’t always be sponging on you. It’s positively 
indecent. 


Daisy: We don’t know many people. It’s not always very 
lively here. I should have thought if you didn’t care to 
come for my sake you’d have come for Harry’s. 


GEORGE: I come whenever you ask me. 
Daisy: You haven’t been here for a month. 


GeroRGE: It just happens that the last two or three times 
you’ve asked me to dine I’ve been engaged. 

Daisy: [Her voice breaking.| You promised that we’d be 
friends. What have I done to turn you against me? 
GEORGE: [His armour pierced by the emotion in her voice.) Ob, 

Daisy, don’t speak like that. 

Daisy: Pve tried to do everything I could to please you. 
If there’s anything I do that you don’t like, won’t you 
tell me? I promise you I won’t do it. 

GeorGE: Oh, my dear child, you make me feel such an 
awful beast. 

Daisy: Is it the past that you can’t forget? 

GEORGE: Good heavens, nol What do I care about the 
past? 

Daisy: I have so few friends. I’m so awfully fond of you, 
George. 
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GeorGE: I don’t think I’ve given you much cause to be 
that. 


Daisy: There must be some reason why you won’t ever 
come near me. Why won’t you tell me? 


GEORGE: Oh, it’s absurd, you’re making a mountain out 
of a molehill. 


Daisy: You used to be so jolly, and we used to laugh 
together. I looked forward so much to your coming 
here. What has changed you? 


GEORGE: Nothing has changed me. 


Datsy: [With a passion of despair.] Oh, I might as well batter 
my head against a brick wall. How can you be so unkind 
to me? 


GEORGE: For God’s sake. . . . [He stops.] Heaven knows, 
I don’t want to be unkind to you. 


Daisy: Then why do you treat me as an outcast? Oh, it’s 
cruel, cruel. 


[GEORGE zs excessively distressed. He walks up and 
down, frowning. He cannot bear to look at Datsy 
and he speaks with hesitation. 


GEORGE: You'll think me an awful rotter, Daisy, but you 
can’t think me more of a rotter than I think myself. I 
don’t know how to say it. It seems such an awful thing 
to say. I’m so ashamed of myself. I don’t suppose two 
men have ever been greater pals than Harry and I. He’s 
married to you and he’s awfully in love with you. 
And I think you’re in love with him. I was only twenty- 
three when I—first knew you. It’s an awful long time 
ago, isn’t it? There are some wounds that never quite 
heal, you know. Oh, my God, don’t you understand? 
[His embarrassment, the distraction of his tone, and the way 
the halting words. fall unwillingly from his lips have betrayed 
the truth to Daisy. She does not speak, she does not stir, she 
looks at him with great shining eyes. She hardly dares to 
breathe.| If ever you wanted revenge on me you’ve got 
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it now. You must see that it’s better that I shouldn’t 
come here too often. Forgive me—Good-bye. 

[He hurries away with averted face. Datsy stands 
motionless, erect; she is almost transfigured. She 
draws a long breath. 

Daisy: O God! He loves me. 

[She takes the orchids he has brought her and crushes 
them to her heart. The AMAH appears. 

Amau: You wanchee buy Manchu dress, Daisy? 
Darsy: Go away. 

AmAH: Velly cheap. You look see. No likee, no buy. 
Daisy: [Impatiently.] ’'m sick of curio-dealers. 

Amau: Velly pletty Manchu dress. 

[She draws aside a little and allows a man with a large 
bundle wrapped up in a blue cotton cloth to come in. 
He is a Chinese. He is dressed in a long black robe 
and a round black cap. It is LEE Tat CHENG. He 
is big and rather stout. From his smooth and yellow 
face his black eyes gleam craftily. He lays his bundle 
on the ground and unties it, showing a pile of gorgeous 
Manchu dresses. Datsy has taken no notice of him. 
Suddenly she sees that a man, with his back turned 
to her, is there. 

Datsy: [To the AMAH.] I told you I wouldn’t see the man. 
Send him away at once. 

Lez Tat: [Turning round, with a sly smile.| You look see. No 
likee, no buy. 

Datsy: [With a start of surprise and dismay.| Leel 

Lee Tat: [Coming forward coolly.| Good afternoon, Daisy. 

Darsy: [Recovering herself.| It’s lucky for you I’m in a good 
temper or I’d have you thrown out by the boys, What 
have you brought this junk for? 

Lez Tar: A curio-dealer can come and go and no one 
wonders. 
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AmAH: Lee Tai velly clever man. 

Daisy: Give me that chain. [The AMan takes it out of ber 
sleeve and gives it to her. Datsy flings it contemptuously at 
Lzz Tar’s feet.] Take it. Pack up your things and go. 
If you ever dare to show your face here again I'll tell 
my husband. 

Lee Tat: [With a chuckle.| What will you tell hime Don’t 
you be a silly girl, Daisy. 

Daisy: What do you want? 

Lez Tat: [Coo//y.] You. 

Daisy: Don’t you know that I loathe you? You disgust me. 

Lez Tat: What do I care? Perhaps if you loved me I 
shouldn’t want you. Your hatred is like a sharp and 
bitter sauce that tickles my appetite. 

Daisy: You beast. 

Lez Tar: I like the horror that makes your body tremble 
when I hold you in my arms. And sometimes the horror 
turns on a sudden into a wild tempest of passion. 

Daisy: You liar. 

Lrg Tar: Leave this stupid white man. What is he to your 

Daisy: He is my husband. 

Lee Tat: It is a year to-day since you were married. What 
has marriage done for you? You thought when you 
married a white man you’d become a white woman. 
Do you think they can look at you and forget? How 
many white women do you know? How many friends 
have you got? You’re a prisoner. [ll take you to 
Singapore or Calcutta. Don’t you want to amuse your- 
self? Do you want to go to Europe? I'll take you to 
Paris. I’ll give you more money to spend in a week than 
your husband earns in a year. 


Datsy: I’m very comfortable in Peking, thank you. 


Lze Tat: [Snapping bis fingers.) You don’t care that for your 
husband. He loves you. You despise him. Don’t you 
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wish with all your heart that you hadn’t married him? 

Aman: He velly silly white man. He no likee Daisy’s old 
Amah. Maybe one day he b’long sick. Daisy cry velly 
much if he die? 

Daisy: [Impatiently.] Don’t be such a fool. 

AMAH: Maybe one day he drink whisky soda. Oh, velly ill, 
velly ill. What’s the matter with me? No sabe. No can 
stand. Doctor no sabe. Then die. Hi yah. 

Daisy: You silly old woman. Harry’s not a Chinaman and 
he wouldn’t call in a Chinese doctor. 

Ler Tar: [With a smile.) China is a very old and a highly 
civilised country, Daisy. When anyone is in your way 
it’s not very difficult to get rid of him. 

Daisy: [Scornfully.] And do you think Id let poor Harry be 
murdered so that I might be free to listen to your 
generous proposals? You must think I’m a fool if you 
expect me to risk my neck for that. 

Lez Tar: You don’t take aay risk, Daisy. You know 
nothing. 

AMAH: Lee Tai velly clever man, Daisy. 


Daisy: I thought so once. Lee Tai, you’re a damned fool. 
Get out. 


Lez Tar: Freedom is a very good thing, Daisy. 
Daisy: What should I do with it? 


Lez Tar: Wouldn’t you like to be free now? [She looks at 
him sharply. She wonders if it can possibly be that he suspects 
her passion for GEORGE Conway. He meets her glance 
steadily.| One day Sen Shi Ming was sitting with his 
wife looking at a Tang bronze that he had just bought 
when he heard someone in the street crying for help. 
Sen Shi was a very brave man and he snatched up a 
revolver and ran out. Sen Shi forgot that he had cheated 
his brother out of a house in Hatamen Street or he would 
have been more prudent. Sen Shi was found by the 
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watchman an hour later with a dagger in his heart. Who 
killed cock-robin? 

AmaAuH: Hi yah. Sen Shi velly silly man. 

Lzz Tar: His brother knew that. They had grown up 
together. If I heard cries for help outside my house late 
in the night, I should ask myself who had a grudge 
against me and I should make sure the door was bolted. 
But white men are very brave. White men don’t know 
the Chinese customs. Would you be very sorry if an 
accident happened to your charming husband? 

Daisy: I wonder what you take me for? 

Lez Tar: Why do you pretend to me, Daisy? Do you think 
I don’t know your 

Dartsy: The door is a little on the left of you, Lee Tai. Would 
you give yourself the trouble of walking through it. 

Lez Tar: [With a smile.| I go, but I come back. Perhaps 
you'll change your mind. 

[He ties up his bundle and is about to go. HARRY enters. 

Darsy: O Harry, you’re back very soon. 

Harry: Yes, the pony went lame. Fortunately I hadn’t gone 
far before I noticed it. Who’s this? 

Daisy: It’s a curio-dealer. He has nothing I want. I was 
just sending him away. 

[Lee Tar takes up his bundle and goes ont. 


Harry: [.Nosécing the orchids.| Someone been sending you 
flowers? 


Daisy: George. 

Harry: Rather nice of him. [To she AmMau.] Run along, 
Amah, I want to talk to missy. 

Aman: All light. 

Harry: And don’t let me catch you listening round the 
corner. 

Aman: My no listen. What for I listen? 

Harry: Run along—chop-chop. 
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Amau: Can do. 
[She goes ont. 


Harry: [With a daugh.] I couldn’t give you a greater proof 
of my affection than consenting to have that old woman 


around all the time. 
Darsy: I don’t know why you dislike her. She’s devoted 


to me. 
Harry: That’s the only reason I put up with her. She gives 
me the creeps. I have the impression that she watches 


every movement I make. 

Daisy: Oh, what nonsense. 

Harry: And I’ve caught her eavesdropping. 

Daisy: Was it Amah that you wanted to talk to me about? 

Harry: No, I’ve got something to tell you. How would 
you like to leave Peking? 

Daisy: [With a start, suddenly off her guard.| Not at all. 

Harry: I’m afraid it’s awfully dull for you here, darling. 

Daisy: I don’t find it so. 

Harry: You’re so dear and sweet. Are you sure you don’t 
say that on my account? 

Daisy: I’m very fond of Peking. 

Harry: We’ve been married a year now. I don’t want to 
hurt your feelings, darling, but it’s no good beating 
about the bush, and I think it’s better to be frank. 

Daisy: Surely you can say anything you like to me without 


hesitation. 
Harry: Things have been a little awkward in a way. The 
women I used to know before we married left cards on 





you 
Daisy: Having taken the precaution to discover that I 
should be out. 
Harry: And you returned those cards and that was the end 
of it. I asked George what he thought about my taking 
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you to the club to play tennis, and he said he thought 
we'd better not risk it. The result is that you don’t 
know a soul. 

Daisy: Have I ever complained? 

Harry: You’ve been most awfully decent about it, but I 
hate to think of your spending day after day entirely 
by yourself. It can’t be good for you to be so much 
alone. 

Daisy: I might have known Mrs. Chuan. She’s a white 
woman. 

Harry: Oh, my dear, she was—Heaven knows what she 
was. She’s married to a Chinaman. It’s horrible. She’s 
outside the pale. 

Darsy: And there’s Bertha Raymond. She’s very nice even 
though she is a Eurasian. 

Harry: I’m sure she’s very nice, but we couldn’t very well 
have the Raymonds here and refuse to go to them. Her 
brother is one of the clerks in my office. I don’t want to 
seem an awful snob... 

Daisy: You needn’t hesitate to say anything about the 
Eurasians. You can’t hate and despise them more than 
I do. 

Harry: I don’t hate and despise them. I think that’s odious. 
But sometimes they’re not very tactful. I don’t know 
that I much want one of my clerks to come and slap me 
on the back in the office and call me “old chap.” 


Darsy: Of course not. 


Harry: The fact is we’ve been trying to do an impossible 
thing. It’s no good kicking against the pricks. What 
with the Legations and one thing and another Peking’s 
hopeless. We'd far better clear out. 


Dartsy: But if I don’t mind, why should you? 


Harry: Well, it’s not very nice for me either. It’s for my 
sake just as much as for yours that I’d be glad to go 
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elsewhere. Of course everybody at the club knows I’m 
married. Some of them ignore it altogether. I don’t 
mind that so much. Some of them ask after you with 
an exaggerated cordiality which is rather offensive. And 
every now and then some fool begins to slang the 
Eurasians and everybody kicks him under the table. 
Then he remembers about me and goes scarlet. By 
God, it’s hell. 

Daisy: [Sa/kily.] I don’t want to leave Peking. I’m very 
happy here. 


Harry: Well, darling, I’ve applied for a transfer. 


Daisy: [With sudden indignation.| Without saying a word 
to me? 


Harry: I thought you’d be glad. I didn’t want to say 
anything till it was settled. 


Daisy: Do you think I am a child to have everything 
arranged for me without a word? [Trying to control 
herself.) After all, you’d never see George. Surely you 
don’t want to lose sight of your only real friend. 


Harry: I’ve talked it over with George and he thinks it’s 
the best thing to do. 


Daisy: Did he advise you to go? 

Harry: Strongly. 

Daisy: [Violently.] I won’t do it. I won’t leave Peking. 
Harry: Why should his advice make the difference? 


Daisy: Why? [She zs confused for a moment, but quickly recovers 
herself.| 1 won’t let George Conway—or anybody else— 
decide where I’m to go. 


Harry: Don’t be unreasonable, darling. 

Daisy: I won’t go. I tell you I won’t go. 

Harry: Well, I’m afraid you must now. It’s all settled. 
The transfer is decided. 

Daisy: [Barsting into tears.| Q Harry, don’t take me away 
from here. I can’t bear it. I want to stay here. 
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Harry: O darling, how can you be so silly? You'll have a 
much better time at one of the outports. You see, there 
ate so few white people there that they can’t afford to 
put on frills. They'll be jolly glad to know us both. We 
shall lead a normal life and be like everybody else. 

Daisy: [Su/kzly.] Where do you want to go? 

Harry: Pve been put in charge of our place at Chung- 
King. 

Datsy: [Starting up with a cry.| Chung-King. Of course you’d 
choose Chung-King. 

Harry: Why, what’s wrong with it? Do you know it? 

Daisy: No—oh, what am I talking about? I’m all confused. 
Yes, I was there once when I was a girl. It’s a hateful 
place. 

Harry: Oh, nonsense. The consul’s got a charming wife, 
and there are an awfully nice lot of people there. 

Daisy: | Distracted.] Oh, what shall I do? I’m so unhappy. 
If you cared for me at all you wouldn’t treat me so 
cruelly. You’re ashamed of me. You want to hide me. 
Why should I bury myself in a hole two thousand miles 
up the river? I won’t go. I won’t go. I won’t go. 


[She bursts into a storm of hysterical weeping. 

Harry: [Tryeng to take her in his arms.| O Daisy, for God’s 
sake don’t cry. You know I’m not ashamed of you. 
I love you more than ever. I love you with all my 
heart. 

Daisy: [Drawing away from him.| Don’t touch me. Leave 
me alone. I hate you. 

Harry: Don’t say that, Daisy. It hurts me frightfully. 

Datsy: Oh, go away, go away. 

Harry: [Seeking to reason with her.] I can’t leave you like 
this. 

Daisy: Go, go, go, go, go! I don’t want to see you. O God, 
what shall I do? 
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[She flings herself down on the steps, weeping hysterically. 
Harry, much distressed, looks at her in perplexity. 
The AMAH comes in. 

AMAH: You make missy cly. You velly bad man. 

Harry: What the devil do you want? 

AmaAH: [Going up to Datsy and stroking her head.| What thing 
he say to my poor little flower? Maskee. He belong 
velly bad man. 

Harry: Shut up, you old . . . I won’t have you talk like 
that. I’ve put up with a good deal from you, but if 
you try to make mischief between Daisy and me, by 
God, Pll throw you out into the street with my own 
hands. 

AmAn: What thing you do my Daisy? You no cly, Daisy. 

Harry: Darling, don’t be unreasonable. 

Daisy: Go away, don’t come near me. I hate you. 

Harry: How can you say things so unkind? 

Daisy: Send him away. 

[She begins to sob again more violently. 

AMAH: You go away. You no can see she no wanchee you. 
You come back bimeby. My sabe how talk to little 
flower. 

[Harry Aesitates for a moment. He ts harassed by the 
scene. Then he makes up bis mind the best thing is 
to leave Daisy with the AMaH. He goes out. Daisy 
raises her head cautiously. 


Daisy: Has he gone? 
Aman: Yes. He go drink whisky soda. 
Daisy: Do you know what he wants? 


AmAH: What for he tell me no listen? So fashion I sabe 
he say something I wanchee hear. He wanchee you 
leave Peking. 


Daisy: I won’t go. 
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AmaAuH: Harry velly silly man. He alla same pig. You pull 
thisa way, he pull thata way. If Harry say you go way 
from Peking—you go. 

Daisy: Never, never, never! 

Aman: You go away from Peking you never see George 
any more. 

Daisy: I should die. Oh, I want him. I want him to love 
me. I want him to hurt me. J want... 


[In her passion she bas dug her hands hard into the AMAH. 


Aman: [Pushing away Datsy’s hands.| Oh! 

Daisy: He loves me. That’s the only thing that matters. 
All the rest... 

Aman: Harry wanchee you go Chung-King. Missionary 
ladies like see you again, Daisy. Maybe they ask you 
how you like living along Lee Tai Cheng. Maybe 
somebody tell Harry. 

Daisy: The fool. Of all the places in China he must hit 
upon Chung-King. 

Aman: You know Harry. If he say go Chung-King, he go. 
You cly, he velly solly, he all same go. 

Daisy: Oh, I know his obstinacy. When he’s once made 
up his mind—T[Contemptuously.|—he prides himself on 
his firmness. Oh, what shall I do? 

AmMAH: I think more better something happen to Harry. 

Daisy: No, no, no. 

AmAH: What you flightened for? You no do anything. I 
tell Lee Tai more better something happen to Harry. 
I say you not velly solly if Harry die. 

Datsy: [Putting ber hands over her ears.) Be quiet. I won’t 
listen to you. 

AmAH: [Roughly tearing her hands away.) Don’t you be such 
a big fool, Daisy. You go to Chung-King and Harry 
know everything. Maybe he kill you. 
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Daisy: What do I care? 

Aman: You go to Chung-King, you never see George no 
more. George, he love my little Daisy. When Harry 
gone—George, he come say... 

Daisy: Oh, don’t tempt me, it’s horrible. 

AmauH: He put his arms round you and you feel such a 
little small thing, you hear his heart beat quick, quick 
against your heart. And he throw back your head and 
he kiss you. And you think you die, little flower. 

Daisy: Oh, I love him, I love him. 

AMAH: Hi yah. 

Daisy: [Thinking of the scene with GEORGE.] He would hardly 
look at me and his hands were trembling. He was as 
white as a sheet. 

Aman: [Persuasively.| I tell you, Daisy. You no say yes, 
you no say no. I ask Buddha. 

Daisy: [Frightened.| What for? 

Aman: If Buddha say yes, I talk with Lee Tai; if Buddha 
say no, I do nothing. Then you go to Chung-King 
and you never see George any more. 


[The Amant goes up the temple steps and flings open the 
great doors. Daisy watches her with an agony of 
horror, expectation, and dread. The AmMau Jights 
Some joss-sticks on the altar, and strikes a deep- 
toned gong. Harry comes in, followed by LEE Tar 
with his bundle. 


Harry: [Anxious to make his peace.| Daisy, I found this fellow 
hanging about in the courtyard. I thought Id like to 
buy you a Manchu dress that he’s got. 

Daisy: [fter a moment’s reflection, with a change of tone.| 
That’s very nice of you, Harry. 

Harry: It’s a real beauty. You’ll look stunning in it. 

Lee Tat: [Showing the dress, speaking in pidgin-English.| Firs 
class dless. He belong Manchu plincess. Manchus no 
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got money. No got money, no can chow. Manchus 
sell velly cheap. You take it, Missy. 

[Daisy and Len Tat exchange glances. Datsy is grave 
and tragic, whereas Lex Tat has an ironical glint 
ia his eyes. Meanwhile the AmMau bas been bowing 
before the altar. She goes down on her knees and 
knocks ber bead on the ground. 

Harry: What in God’s name is Amah doing? 

Daisy: She’s asking Buddha a question? 

Harry: What question? 

Daisy: [With the shadow of a smile.) How should I know? 

Harry: What’s the idea? 

Daisy: Haven’t you ever seen the Chinese do it? You see 
those pieces of wood she’s holding in her hands. She’s 
holding them out to the Buddha so that he may see 
them, and she’s telling him that he must answer the 
question. [Meanwhile the AMAH, muttering in a low tone, 
ts seen doing what Daisy describes.] The Buddha smells the 
incense of the burning joss-sticks, and he’s pleased, and 
he listens to what she says. 


Harry: [Sling.] Don’t be so absurd, Daisy. One might 
almost think you believed all this nonsense. Why, you’re 
quite pale. 

Daisy: Then she gets up. The pieces of wood are flat on 
one side and round on the other. She’ll lift them above 
her head and she’ll drop them in front of the Buddha. 
If they fall with the round side uppermost it means yes. 
[Datsy has been growing more and more excited as the ceremony 
proceeds. Now the AMAH steps back a little and she raises 
her arms. Datsy gives a shriek and starts to run forward.| 
No, no. Stop! 

Harry: [Instinctively seizing her arms.| Daisy. 

[At the same moment the Amari has let the pieces of 
wood fall. She looks at them for an instant and then 
turns round. 


SCENE IV 


Scene: The sitting-room in the Andersons? apartments. At the 
back are two double doors. The lower part of them is solid, 
but above they are cut in an intricate trellis. The ceiling is 
raftered, painted red and decorated with dim gold dragons; 
the walls are whitewashed. On them hang Chinese pictures 
on rolls. Between the doors is a little image of the domestic 
god and under it a tiny oil lamp is burning. The furniture is 
partly Chinese and partly European. There is an English 
writing-lable, but the occasional tables, richly carved, are 
Chinese. There is a Chinese pallet-bed, covered with bamboo 
matting, and there is an English Chesterfield. There are a 
couple of Philippine rattan chairs and one or two of Cantonese 
blackwood. On the floor is a Chinese carpet. <1 Ming tile 
here and there gives a vivid note of colour. It is a summer 
night and the doors are wide open. Through them you see one 
of the courtyards of the temple. 

The Aman is seated in one of the blackwood chairs by the side 
of a table. She has her water-pipe. She puts a pinch of 
tobacco in, and then going to the lamp under the image lights 
a taper. Crossing back, she seats herself again, and lights 
her pipe. She smokes quietly. 

Datsy comes in. She wears an evening dress somewhat too splendid 
for dinner with only her husband and a friend. 


AmauH: B.A.T. fellow, when he go? 

Daisy: You know his name. Why don’t you call him by 
it? I think he’s going almost at once. 

Aman: What for he go so soonp 

Daisy: That’s his business, isn’t itP As a matter of fact, 
his sister is atriving from England, and he has to go to 
meet her. 
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AmAH: More better he go soon. 


Darsy: Why do you smoke your pipe here? You know 
Harry doesn’t like it. 


Amaw: Harry one big fool, I think. When you go to 
Chung-King? 
Dartsy: Harry hasn’t said a word about it since. 
AmaAH: You got key that desk? 
Daisy: No. Harry keeps all his private papers there. 
[The AmMAH goes to the desk and tries one of the drawers. 
It ts locked and she cannot open it. 
Aman: What Harry do now? 
Daisy: He and Mr. Knox are drinking their port. 


[The Aman takes a skeleton key out of her sleeve and 
inserts it in the lock. She turns the key. 


AmAH: Velly bad lock. I think made in Germany. Hi yah. 
[She opens the drawer and takes out a revolver. She hands it 
to Daisy.] Lee Tai say, you take out cartridges. 


Daisy: What do you mean? [She suddenly realises the truth 
and gives a cry.| Ohl! 


AmaH: [Hurriedly putting her hand over Datsy’s mouth.| Shi! 
you no make noise. [Holding out the revolver.| Lee Tai 
say, more better you do it. 


Daisy: Take it away. No, no, I won’t, I won’t. 
AmaAuH: Sh, sh! I do it. I sabe. 

[She takes the cartridges out of the revolver and hides 

them about her. Datsy looks at her with horror. 
Daisy: It’s not for to-night? 
Aman: My no sabe. 
Datsy: I won’t have it. Do you hear? Oh, IJ shall go mad. 
AmAH: Then Harry shut you up. Hivah. All same Chung- 
King. 
[She puts the revolver back into the drawer and shuts it 
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just as HARRY and HaRoLD Knox come in. They 
wear dinner jackets. 


Knox: Hulloa, there’s the little ray of sunshine. I missed 
your bonny face before dinner. 


AMAH: You velly funny man. 


Knox: No wonder I dote upon you, dearie. You’re the 
only attractive woman I’ve ever been able to persuade 
that I was a humorist. 


Harry: [Catching sight of the AMAH’S water-pipe.| I told you 
I wouldn’t have your disgusting pipe in here, Amah. 


AmAH: Belong velly nice pipe. 
Harry: I swore I’d throw the damned thing out myself if 
I found it lying about. 


AMAH: [Snatching it away.) You no touch my pipe. You 
velly bad man. Velly bad temper. You no Christian. 


Harry: A fat lot you know about Christianity. 


Amau: I know plenty about Christianity. My father velly 
poor man. He say, you go and be Christian. I go 
Catholic mission and they baptize me. English Church 
missionary, he come along and say, Catholic mission no 
good, you go to hell, I baptize you. All right, I say, 
you baptize me. By and by Baptist missionary come 
along and say, English Church mission no good, you 
go to hell, I baptize you. All right, I say, you baptize 
me. By and by Presbyterian missionary come along and 
say, Baptist mission no good, you go to hell, I baptize 
you. All right, I say, you baptize me. [To Knox.] You 
know Seventh Day Adventists? 


Knox: Pve heard of them. 


Amau: By and by Seventh Day Adventist he come along 
and say, Presbyterian mission no good. 


Knox: You go to hell. 
Aman: How fashion you sabe what he said? 
Knox: I guessed it. 
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AmAuH: You go to hell, he say. I baptize you. I been bap- 
tized one, two, three, four, five times. I velly Christian 
woman. 

Harry: [Swiling.] I apologise. 

Amau: They all say to poor Chinese, love one another. I 
no think missionaries love one another velly much. 
Hi yah. 

Knox: [Taking out his watch.| D’you mind if I look at the 
time? I don’t want to get to the station late. 

Harry: Of course not. I say, won’t you have a cigar? 
[He goes to his desk.] I have to keep them locked up. 
I think the boys find them very much to their taste. 
[He puts the key into the lock.| Hulloa, the drawer’s open. 
I could have sworn I locked it. 

[He takes out a box of cigars and hands it to Knox. 


Knox: [Helping himself.) Thanks very much. 

Daisy: You know, you mustn’t let me keep you if you 
want to be off. 

Knox: Pve got two or three minutes. 

Harry: O Daisy, before Harold goes I wish you’d show 
him that Manchu dress I bought you. 

Datsy: Pll go and fetch it. [To the Amau.] Is it hanging up 
in the cupboard? 

AMAH: No, I have puttee in paper. I velly careful woman. 

[They both go ont. 

Knox: I say, old man, I hope you don’t think I’m an awful 
swine to rush off like this the moment I’ve swallowed 
my dinner. 

Harry: Rather not. As a matter of fact it’s not exactly 
inconvenient, because I’m expecting George. I want 
him to have a heart-to-heart talk with Daisy. 

Knox: Oh! 

Harry: She’s grousing rather about going to Chung-King 
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and I want him to tell her it’s a very decent place. He 
was vice-consul up there once. He’s dining at the 
Carmichaels’, but he said he’d come along here as soon 
as he could get away. 

Knox: Then it’s all for the best in the best of all possible 
worlds. 

[Datsy comes in with the dress. 

Darsy: Here it is. 

Knox: By George, isn’t it stunning? I must try to get one 
for my sister. She’d simply go off her head if she saw 
that. 

Daisy: Harry spoils me, doesn’t he? 

Knox: Harry’s a very lucky young fellow to have you to 
spoil. 

Datsy: [Swiling.] Go away or you'll never arrive in time. 

Knox: I’m off. Good-bye, and thanks very much. Dinner 
was top-hole. 

Daisy: Good-bye. 

[He goes ont. Harry accompanies him into the courtyard 
and for a moment is lost to view. The gaiety on 
Darsy’s face vanishes and a look of anxiety takes its 
place. 

Datsy: [Calling hurriedly.] Amah, Amah. 

AMAH: [Coming in.] What thing? 

Daisy: What have you done? Have you?... 

[She stops, unable to complete the agonised question. 

AMAH: What you talk about? I done nothing. I only have 
joke with you. Hi yah. 

Daisy: Will you swear that’s true? 

Aman: Never tell a lie. Velly good Christian. 


[Datsy Jooks at her searchingly. She does not know 
whether to believe or not. HARRY returns. 


Igo EAST OF SUEZ SCENE IV 


Harry: I say, Daisy, I wish you’d put on the dress. I’d 
love to see how you look in it. 


Daisy: [With a smile.) Shall IP 

Harry: Amah will help you. It'll suit you right down to 
the ground. 

Daisy: Wait a minute. Bring the dress along, Amah. 

Aman: All light. 


[Datsy goes out, followed by the AMAH with the Manchu 
dress. Harry goes to his desk and opens the drawer. 
He examines the lock and looks at the keyhole. 


Harry: [To himself] I wonder if that old devil’s got a key. 
[He shuts the drawer, but does not lock it. He strolls 
back to the middle of the room. 
Daisy: [In the adjoining room.| Are you getting impatient? 
Harry: Not a bit. 
Datsy: I’m just ready. 


Harry: I’m holding my breath. [Datsy comes in. She is in 
Full Manchu dress. She is strangely changed. There is nothing 
Exropean about her any more. She is mysterious and enig- 
matical.| Daisy| [She gives him a little smile but does not 
answer. She stands quite still for him to look at her.| By 
George, how Chinese you look! 

Daisy: Don’t you like it? 

Harry: I don’t know. You’ve just knocked me off my feet. 
Like it? You’re wonderful. In my wildest dreams I 
never saw you like that. You’ve brought all the East 
into the room with you. My head reels as though I 
were drunk. 

Datsy: It’s strange that I feel as if these things were made 
for me. They make me feel so different. 

Harry: I thought that no one in the world was more normal 
than I. I’m ashamed of myself. You’re almost a stranger 
to me, and by God, I feel as though the marrow of my 
bones were melting. I hear the East a-calling. I have 
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such a pain in my heart. Ob, my pretty, my precious, 
I love you. 


[He falls down on his knees before her and clasps both 


his arms round her. 


Daisy: [In a low voice, hardly her own.| Why, Harry, what 
are you talking about? ' 


[She caresses his hair with her long, delicate Chinese band. 


Harry: I’m such a fool. My heart is full of wonderful 
thoughts and I can only say that—that I worship the 
very ground you walk on. 

Daisy: Don’t kneel, Harry, that isn’t the way a woman 
wants to be loved. 


[She raises him to his feet, and as he rises he takes her 
in bis arms. 

Harry: [Passionately.| ?'d do anything in the world for you. 

Daisy: You could make me so happy if you chose. 

Harry: I do choose. 

Daisy: Won’t you give up this idea of leaving Peking? 

Harry: But, my darling, it’s for your happiness I’m 
doing it. 

Daisy: Don’t you think that everyone is the best judge 
of his own happiness? 

Harry: Not always. 

Daisy: [Disengaging herself from his arms.| Ah, that’s the 
English way. You want to make people happy in your 
way and not in theirs. You'll never be satisfied till the 
Chinese wear Norfolk suits and eat roast beef and plum 
pudding. 

Harry: Oh, my dear, don’t let’s argue now. 

Daisy: You say you'll give me everything in the world, 
and you won’t give me the one thing I want. What’s the 
good of offering me the moon if I have a nail in my 
shoe and you won’t take it out? 
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Harry: Well, you can smile, so it’s not very setious, 
is it? 

Datsy: [Putting her arms round his neck.| O Harty, Pll love 
you so much if you'll only do what I ask. You don’t 
know me yet. O Harry. 

Harry: My darling, I love you with all my heart and soul, 
but when I’ve once made up my mind nothing on earth 
is going to make me change it. We can only be happy 
and natural if we go. You must submit to my judgment. 

Datsy: How can you be so obstinate? 

Harry: My dear, look at yourself in the glass now. 

[She looks down at her Manchu dress. She unitlerstands 
what he means. She is a Chinese woman. 

Datsy: [With a change of tone.| Amah, bring me a teagown. 

[She begins to undo the long Manchu coat. The AMA 
comes in with a tea-gown. 

Harry: [Dry/y.] It’s very convenient that you should always 
be within earshot when you’re wanted, Amah. 

Aman: My velly good Amah. Velly Christian woman. 

[Daisy slips off the Manchu clothes and is helped by the 
AMAH into the tea-gown. She wraps it round her. 
She is once more a white woman. 

Daisy: [Pointing to the Manchu dress.| ‘Take those things 
away. [To Harry.] Would you like to have a game of 
chess? 

Harry: Very much. Ill get the men. 

[Daisy goes to the gramophone and turns on a Chinese 
tune. It is strange and exotic. Its monotony exacer- 
bates the nerves. Harry gets the chessboard and sets 
up the pieces. They sit down opposite one another. 
The AMAw has disappeared with the discarded dress. 

Harry: Will you take white? 


Daisy: If you like. 
[She moves a piece. 
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Harry: I hate your queen opening. It always flummoxes 
me. I don’t know where you learned to play so well. 
I never have a chance against you. 

Daisy: I was taught by a Chinaman. It’s a game they take 
to naturally. 

[They make two or three moves without a word. Suddenly, 
breaking across the silence, stridently, there is a shriek 
outside in the street. Datsy gives a little gasp. 

Harry: Hulloa, what’s that? 
Daisy: Oh, it’s nothing. It’s only some Chinese quarrelling. 

[Two or three shouts are heard and then an agonised ery 
of “Help, help!” Harry springs to bis feet. 

Harry: By God, that’s English. 
[He is just going to rush out when Datsy seizes his arm. 
Daisy: What are you going to do? No, no, don’t leave me, 
Harry. 
[She clings to him. He pushes her away violently. 
Harry: Shut up. Don’t be a fool. 

[He runs to the drawer of his desk. The cry ts repeated: 
“For God’s sake, help, help, oh!” 

Harry: My God, they’re killing someone. It can’t be... 

[He remembers that GEORGE is coming that evening. 

Datsy: [Throwing herself on him.| No, Harry, don’t go, don’t 
go. I won’t let you. 
Harry: Get out of my way. 

[He pushes her violently aside and runs out. Datsy sinks 

to the floor and buries her face in her hands. 
Daisy: Oh, my God! 

[The AMAH has been waiting just outside one of the doors, 
in the courtyard, and now she slips in. 

Aman: Harry velly blave man. He hear white man being 
murdered. He run and help. Hi yah. 
Daisy: Oh, I can’t. Harry, Harry. 
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[She springs to her feet and runs towards the courtyard, 
with some instinctive idea of going to her husband’s 
help. The AMAH stops her. 

AmAH: What side you go? 

Dartsy: I can’t stand here and let Harry be murdered. 

AMAH: You stop here. 

Daisy: Let me go. For God’s sake let me go. Wu! Wul 
[The AMAn puts her hand over Datsy’s mouth. 


Aman: You be quiet. You wanchee go prison? 

Daisy: [Snatching away her hand.| V\l give you anything in 
the world if you'll only let me go. 

Aman: You silly little fool, Daisy. 

[Datsy struggles to release herself, but she is helpless in 
the AMAH’S grasp. 

Daisy: [Iz an agony.| It'll be too late. 

Aman: Too late now. You no can help him. 

[She releases Daisy. Datsy staggers forward and covers 
her face with her hands. 

Daisy: Oh, what have I done? 

Aman: [With a snigger.] You no do nothing, you sabe 
nothing. 

Daisy: [Violenz/y.] Curse you. It’s you, you, you! 

AmaAH: I velly wicked woman. Curse me. Do me no harm. 

Dartsy: I told you I wouldn’t have anything done to Harry. 

AmAH: You say no with your lips, but in your belly you 
say yes. 

Daisy: No, no, no! 

AmaAH: You just big damned fool, Daisy. You no love 
Harry. Him not velly rich. Not velly big man. No 
good. You velly glad you finish with him. 

Datsy: But not that way. He never did me any harm. He 
was always good to me and kind to me. 
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AmAH: That velly good way. Velly safe way. 

Dartsy: You devil. I hate the sight of you. 

AmAu: What for you hate me? I do what you wanchee. 
Your father velly clever man. He say: no break eggs, 
no can eat omlette. 

Datsy: I wish I’d never been born. 

AMAH: [Impatiently.| What for you tell me lies? You want 
Harry dead. Well, I kill him for you. [With a sudden 
gust of anger.| You no curse me or I beat you. You velly 
bad girl. 

Daisy: [Giving way.] Oh, I feel so awfully faint. 

AmAH: [Tenderly, as though Daisy were still a child.| You sit 
down. You take smelly salts. [She helps Datsy into a 
chair and holds smelling salts to her nostrils.) You feel 
better in a minute. Amah love her little Daisy flower. 
Harry him die and Daisy velly sorry. She cry and cry 
and cry. George velly sorry for Daisy. By and by 
Daisy not cry any more. She say, more better Harry 
dead. Good old Amah, she do everything for little 
Daisy. 

[Daisy as been looking at her with terrified eyes. 


Daisy: What a brute Iam. Id give anything in the world 
to have Harry back, and yet in the bottom of my heart 
there’s a feeling—if I were free there’d be nothing to 
stand between George and me. 

AmaAH: I think George he marry you maybe. 

Daisy: Oh, not now. It’ll bring me bad joss. 


AMAH: You no wanchee fear, my little flower. You sit 
still or you feel bad again. 


Daisy: [ Jumping up.] How can I sit still? The suspense is 
awful. Oh, my God, what’s happened? 

Aman: [With a cunning smile.) I tell you what’s happened. 
Harry run outside and he see two, three men makee 
fighting. They a little way off. One man cry, help! help! 
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Harry give shout and run. He fall down and him not 
get up again. 

Daisy: He’s as strong as a horse. With his bare hands he’s 
a match for ten Chinamen. 

AMAH: Lee Tai velly clever man. He no take risks. I think 
all finish now. 

Daisy: Then for God’s sake let me go. 


AmaAH: More better you stay here, Daisy. Maybe you get 
into trouble if you go out. They ask you why you go 
out. Why you think something happen to your husband? 

Daisy: I can’t let him lie there. 


AmaH: He no lie velly long. By and by night watchman 
come here, and he say white man in the street—him 
dead. I think his throat cut. 


Daisy: Oh, how horrible. Harry, Harry! 
[She buries her face in her hands. 


Aman: I light joss-stick. Make everything come all light. 


[She goes over to the household image and lights a joss-stick 
in front of it. She bows before it, and going on her 
knees knocks her head on the ground. 


Daisy: How long is it going on? How long have I got to 
wait? Oh, what have I done? The silence is awful. 
[There is a silence. Suddenly Datsy breaks out into a shriek.| 
No, no, no! I won’t have it. I can’t bear it. Oh, God 
help me. [In the distance of the next courtyard is heard the 
chanting of the monks at the evening service. The AMAH, 
having finished her devotions, stands at the doorway looking 
out steadily. Datsy stares straight in front of her. Suddenly 
there is a loud booming of a gong. Daisy starts up.) What's 
that? 


AmaAuH: Be quiet, Daisy. Be careful. 


[Tbe door of the courtyard is flung open. Harry comes 
is, through the courtyard, into the room, pushing 
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before him a coolie whom he holds by the wrists and 
by the scruff of the neck. 


Daisy: Harry! 

Harry: I’ve got one of the blighters. [Souting.] Here, bring 
me a rope. 

Daisy: What’s happened? 

Harry: Wait a minute. Thank God, I got there when I 
did. [Wu brings a rope and Harry fies the man’s wrists 
behind his back.| Keep quiet, you devil, or Pll break your 
ruddy neck. [He sips the rope through the great iron ring 
of one of the doors and ties it so that the man cannot get away.| 
He’ll be all right there for the present. I'll just go and 
telephone to the police station. Wu, you stand outside 
there. You watch him. Sabe? 

Wu: I sabe. 

[4s Harry goes out a crowd of people surge through the 
great open doorway of the courtyard. They are monks 
of the temple, attracted to the street by the quick 
rumour of accident, coolies, and the night watchman 
with his rattle. Some of them bear Chinese lanterns 
and some, hurricane lamps. The crowd separate out 
as they approach the room, and then it is seen that 
three men are bearing what seems to be the body of 
a man. 

Daisy: What’s that? 

AmaAuH: I think belong foreign man. [The men bring in the 
body and lay it on the sofa. The head and part of the chest 
are covered with a piece of blue cotton. Daisy and the AMAH 
look at it with dismay. They dare not approach. The abbot 
drives the crowd out of the room and shuts the doors, only 
leaving that side of one open at which the prisoner is attached. 
The AMAH turns on the god in the niche.) You say can do. 
What for you make mistake? 

[She seizes a fan which is on the table under her hand, 
and with angry violence hits the image on the face two 
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or three times. Datsy has been staring at the body. 
She goes up to it softly and lifts the cloth; she gives 
a Start, and with a quick gesture snatches it away. 
She sees GEORGE Conway. 
Daisy: Georgel 
[She opens her mouth to shriek. 

AmAH: Sh! take care. Harry hear. 

Daisy: What have you done? 

Aman: I do nothing. Buddha, he maky mistake. 

Daisy: You fiend! 

Aman: How do I know, Daisy? I no can tell George 
coming here to-night. [The words come gurgling out, for 
Daisy has sprung upon her and seized her by the throat.] 
Oh, let me go. 


Daisy: You fiend! 
[Harry comes in. He is astounded at what he sees. 
Harry: Daisy, Daisy. What in God’s name are you doing? 
[Restrained by his voice, Datsy releases her hold of the 
AmAH, but violently, pushing her so that she falls 


to the ground. She lies there putting her hand to her 
throat. Datsy turns to HARRY. 

Dartsy: It’s George. 

Harry: [Going up to the sofa and putting his hand on GEORGE’S 
heart.| Confound it, I know it’s George. 

Datsy: Is he dead? 

Harry: No, he’s only had a bang on the head. He’s stunned. 
Pve sent for the doctor. Luckily he was dining at the 
Carmichaels’ and I sent George’s rickshaw to bring him 
along as quick as he could come. 

Datsy: Supposing he’s gone? 

Harry: He won’t have gone. They were going to play 
poker. By God, what’s this? [He takes away his hand 
and sees blood upon it.| He’s been wounded. He’s bleeding. 
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[Datsy goes up to the body and, kneeling down, feels the 
pulse. 


Daisy: Are you sure he’s alive? 


Harry: Yes, his heart’s beating all right. I wish the doctor 
would make haste. I don’t know what one ought to do. 


Daisy: How do you know he’s at the Carmichaels’? 


Harry: George told me yesterday he was going to be there. 
George said he did not want to play poker, and he’d 
come along here after dinner. 

Daisy: [Springing to her feet.) Did you know George was 
coming? 

Harry: Of course I did. When I heard someone shouting 
in English the first thing I thought of was George. 


[Daisy barsts into a scream of hysterical laughter. The 
AMAH suddenly looks up and becomes attentive. 


Harry: Daisy, what’s the matter? 

AMAH: [Sliding to her feet and going up to Datsy, trying to stop 
her.) Maskee. She only laughy laughy. You no trouble. 

Harry: Get some water or something. 

AmMAH: [Frightened.| Now, my pletty, my pletty. 

Daisy: [Recovering herself, violently.| Let me be. 


Harry: By George, I believe he’s coming to. Bring the 
water here. 


[Daisy takes the glass and, leaning over the sofa, moistens 
GEORGE'S /ips with it. He slowly opens his eyes. 


GEORGE: Has it been boiled and filtered? 


Harry: [W7th a chuckle that is half a sob.) Don’t be a fool. 
O George, you have given me a nasty turn. 


GerorGE: There’s something the matter with the water. 
Datsy: [Looking at it quickly.| What? 
GeorGE: Damn it all, there’s no brandy in it. 
Daisy: If you make a joke I shall cry. 
[He tries to move, but suddenly gives a groan. 
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GrorGe: O Lord. I’ve got such a pain in my side. 

Harry: Keep quiet. The doctor will be here in a minute. 

GzorGE: What is it? 

Harry: I don’t know. There’s a lot of blood. 

GeEorGE: I hope I haven’t made a mess on your nice new 
sofa. 

Harry: Damn the sofa. It’s lucky I heard you shout. 

GrorGE: I never shouted. 


Harry: Oh, nonsense, I heard you. I thought it was you 
at once. 


GeorGE: I heard a cry for help too. I was just coming 
along. I nipped out of my rickshaw and sprinted like 
hell. I saw some fellows struggling. I think someone 
hit me on the head. I don’t remember much. 


Harry: Who did cry for help? 
GeEorGE: [After a pause.] Nobody. 


Harry: But I heard it. Daisy heard it too. It sounded like 
someone being murdered. [As Grorce gives a little 
chuckle.| What’s the joke? 

GEORGE: Someone’s got his knife into you, old man, and 
the silly ass stuck it into me instead. 

[The AMAu pricks up her ears. 

Daisy: I’m sure you oughtn’t to talk so much. 


GeorGE: It’s a very old Chinese trick. They just got the 
wrong man, that’s all. 


Harry: By George, that explains why I tripped. 
GeorGE: Did you trip? A piece of string across the street. 


Harry: I wasn’t expecting it. I went down like a ninepin. 
I was up again in a flash and just threw myself at the 
blighters. You should have seen ’em scatter. Luckily 
I got one of them. 


GEORGE: Good. Where is he? 
Harry: He’s here, I’ve tied him up pretty tight. 
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GEORGE: Well, we shall find out who’s at the bottom of 
this. The methods of the Chinese police may be un- 
civilised, but they are . . . O Lord, I do feel rotten. 

Harry: O George. 

[Daisy gives Harry the glass and he helps GRorGE to 
drink. 

GEORGE: That’s better. 

Harry: We'd better get you to bed, old man. 

GrorGe: All right. 

Harry: Wu and I will carry you. Wu, come along here. 

[The boy approaches. The AMAw realises that for a 
moment the prisoner is to be left unguarded. There 
is a table-knife on one of the occasional tables, with 
which Daisy has been cutting a book. The AMAH’S 
hand closes over it. 

GEORGE: Oh no, that’s all right. I can walk. 

[He gets up from the sofa. Harry gives him an arm. 

He staggers. 

Harry: Wu, you fool. [Darsy springs forward.) No, let me 
take him, Daisy. You’re not strong enough. 

GEORGE: [Gasping.] Sorry to make such an ass of myself. 

[Harry and Wu, holding him one on each side, help him 
out of the room. 

Dartsy: Shall I come? 

Harry: Oh, I'll call you if you’re wanted. 

[Daisy sinks into a chair, shuddering, and covers her face 
with her hands. The AMAH seizes her opportunity. 
She cuts the rope which binds the prisoner. As soon as 
he is free he slips out into the darkness. The AMAH 
watches for a moment and then cries out. 

AmMAH: Help! help! 

[Daisy springs up and HARRY burries in. 


Harry: What’s the matter? 
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Aman: Coolie. Him run away. 

Harry: [Looking at the place where he had been tied up.) By Godl 

AmAH: Missy feel velly ill. No can stand blood. Feel faint. 
I run fetch smelly salts, and when I come back him gone. 
Him bad man. 

[Harry goes to the door and looks at the rope. 

Harry: This rope’s been cut. 

AmaAH: Maybe he have knife. Why you no look see before 
you tie him? 

Harry: [Looking at her sternly.| How do you think he could 
get a knife with his hands tied behind his back? 

Amau: I no sabe. Maybe he have friend. 

Harry: Didn’t you hear anything, Daisy? 

Daisy: No. I wasn’t thinking about him. O Harry, George 
isn’t going to die, is he? 

Harry: I hope not. I don’t know what sort of a wound 
he’s got. [T4e AMAH, thinking attention is withdrawn from 
ber, is slipping away.) No, you don’t. You stop here. 

Aman: What thing you wanchee? 

Harry: You let that man go. 

Amau: You velly silly man. What for I wanchee let him 
go? 

Harry: [Pointing.| What’s that knife doing there? That’s 
one of our knives. 

AmaAH: Missy takey that knife cutty book. 

Harry: When I got into the street I wanted to fire my 
revolver to frighten them. There wasn’t a cartridge in it. 
I always keep it loaded and locked up. : 


AMAH: Revolve.! I don’t know him. I never have see 
revolver. Never. Never. 
[She makes a movement as though to go away. He seixes ber 
wrist. 
Harry: Stop! 
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AmAH: My go chow. My belong velly hungly. You talkey 
by and by. 

Harry: If I hadn’t come in just now Daisy would have 
strangled you. 

Aman: Daisy velly excited. She no sabe what she do. She 
never hurt old Amah. 

Harry: Why were you angry with her, Daisy? 

Daisy: [Frightened.| I was beside myself. I don’t know 
what I was doing. 

Harry: [With sudden suspicion.] Ate you trying to shield 
her? 

Daisy: Of course not. Why on earth should I do that? 

Harry: I suppose you look on it as a matter of no import- 
ance that she tried to kill me. 

Daisy: O Harry, how can you say anything so cruel? Why 
should she try to kill you? 

Harry: I don’t know. How do you expect me to guess 
what is at the back of a Chinese brain? She’s hated me 
always. 

AmMAH: You no lovey me velly much. 

Harry: [ve put up with her just because she was attached 
to you. I knew she was a liar and a thief. It was a trap, 
and I escaped by a miracle. Only, George has got to 
suffer for it. 

Daisy: Harry, you’re nervous and excited. 

Harry: What are you defending her for? 

Datsy: I’m not defending her. 

Harry: One would almost think she had some hold on you. 
I’ve never seen any one let an amah behave as you let her 
behave. 


Daisy: She’s been with me since I was a child. She—she 
can’t get it into her head that I’m grown up. 


Harry: Well, Pve had about enough of her. [To the 
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AmaAH.] The police will be here in ten minutes and I 
shall give you in charge instead of the man you allowed 
to escape. 

AMAH: You give me policeman? I no have do wrong. 
What for you send me prison? 

Harry: I dare say you know what a Chinese prison ts like 
better than I do. I don’t think it’ll be long before you 
find it worth while to tell the truth. 

Daisy: [W422b increasing nervousness.}| O Harry, I don’t think 
you ought to do anything before you’ve had time to 
think. After all, there’s absolutely no proof. 

Harry: [Looking at her nith perplexity.] I don’t understand. 
What is the mystery? 

Daisy: There is no mystery. Only I can’t bear the idea that 
my old Amah should go to prison. She’s been almost a 
mother to me for so many years. 

[There is a pause. Harry sooks from Datsy to the 
AMAH. 

Harry: [To ¢he AMAu.] Then get out of here before the 
police come. 

AmaAuH: You talkee so quick. No can understand. 

Harry: Yes, you can. Unless you’re out of here in ten 
minutes I shall give you in charge. . . . Go while the 
going’s good. 

AMAH: I think I go smoke pipe. 

Harry: No, you don’t, you get out quick or Pll throw you 
out myself. 

AmAH: You no throw me out and I no go to prison. 

Harry: We'll soon see about that. 

[He serves ber roughly and is about to run her out into the 
courtyard, 

Daisy: No, don’t, Harry. 

Harry: [Wheeling round, still holding the AMAH.| What’s the 
matter with your 
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Daisy: She’s my mother. 
Harry: That! 


[He is aghast. He releases the AMAH. He looks at her 
with horror. Datsy covers her face with her bands. 
The AMAH gives a little snigger. 
Aman: Yes, Daisy my daughter. She no wanchee tell. I 
think she a little ashamed of her mother. 


Harry: My God! 


AMAH: I velly pletty girl long time ago. Daisy’s father, he 
call me his little lotus flower, he call me his little peach- 
blossom. By and by I not velly pletty girl any more and 
Daisy’s father he call me, you old witch. Witch, that’s 
what he call me. Witch. He call me, you old hag. You 
velly bad man, I say to him. You no Christian. You go 
to hell, he say. All light, I say, you baptize me. 


[Harry surns away, looking straight in front of him, with 
an expression of dismay and repulsion. The AMAH 
takes her pipe and lights it. 


END OF SCENE IV 


SCENE V 


SCENE: The courtyard in the Andersons’ part of the temple. At 
the back is the outer wall raised by two or three steps from the 
ground. From the top of the wall projects a shallow roof of 
yellow tiles supported by wooden pillars painted red, shabby and 
rather weather-worn, and this roof is raised in the middle of 
the wall where there is a huge wooden gateway. When this is 
opened the street is seen, and on the other side of it is a high, 
blank, white wall, The courtyard is paved with great flags. 
On each side of it are living-rooms. 

There és a long rattan chair, a round table, and acouple of arm-chairs. 
GeorGE és /ying on the long chair, looking at an illustrated 
paper, and the AMAH is seated on the ground, smoking her 
water-pipe. 


GerorGE: [With a smile, putting down the paper.| You're not as 
chatty as usual this afternoon, Amah. 

Aman: Suppose I got nothing to talk about I no talkee. 

GrorGE: You are an example of your sex, Amah. Your 
price is above rubies. 

Aman: No likee rubies velly much. No can sell velly much 
money. 

GeorGE: In point of fact, I wasn’t thinking of giving you 
rubies, even reconstructed, but if I did I can’t think you’d 
be so indelicate as to sell them. 

Aman: I no think you velly funny man. 

GeorcE: I was afraid you didn’t. Would you think it funny 
if I sat on my hate 

Aman: Yes, I laughthen. Hi yah. 

GzorGE: Who was it who said that East is East and West is 
West, and never the twain shall meet? The inscrutable 

166 


SCENE V EAST OF SUEZ 167 


heart of China expands to the self-same joke that con- 
vulses a duchess in London and a financier in New York. 

Aman: You more better read the paper. 

GrEorGE: Where’s missy? 

Aman: I think she in her room. You wanchee? 

GEORGE: No. 

AmauH: J think she come by and by. 

GeorGE: [Looking at his watch.) Mr. Anderson ought to be 
back from the office soon. [There ts a loud knocking at the 
door.| Hulloa, who’s that? 

[A servant comes out of the house, and going to the gateway 
withdraws the bolt. 

AmaAu: I think doctor come see you, maybe. 

GEORGE: Oh no, he’s not coming to-day. He said he’d look 
in to-morrow before I started. 

[The AMAH gets up and looks at the doorway, of which now 
the servant has opened one side. HAROLD KNOX aad 
bis sister SYLVIA are seen. 

Knox: May we come in? 

GrorGe: Good man. Of course. 

[They come towards GEORGE. SYLVIA is a very pretty, 
simple, healthy, and attractive girl. She is dressed in a 
light summer frock. There is in her gait and manner 
something so springlike and fresh that it is a pleasure 
to look at her. 

Knox: I’ve brought my young sister along with me. 
[As GEORGE rises to his feet.| Don’t get up. You 
needn’t put on any frills for a chit like that. 

GrorGeE: Nonsense. I’m perfectly well. [Shaking hands with 
SYLv1A.] How d’you do? My name is Conway. 

Kwox: I only omitted to inform her of that fact because she 
already knew it. 

Sytvi4: Strangely enough, that happens to be true. But I 
wish you’d lie down again. 
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Gesorce: I’m sick of lying down. The doctor says I’m 
perfectly all right. I’m going home to-morrow. 

Knox: [Catching sight of the AMau.] Hulloa, sweetheart, I 
didn’t see you. Sylvia, I want you to know the only 
woman I’ve ever loved. 

GeorGE: [Smiling.] This is Mrs. Anderson’s Amah. 

Sytvia: [With a little friendly nod.| How do you do? 

Aman: [A// in a breath.| Velly well, thank you. How do 
you do? Velly well, thank you. ... You Mr. Knox 
sister? 

SYLVIA: Yes. 

Aman: You missionary lady? 

SyLv1a: No. 

AMAH: What for you come China, then? 

Syivia: I came to see my brother. 

Aman: How old are you? 

Knox: Be truthful, Sylvia. 

Syivia: I’m twenty-two. 

Aman: How many children you got? 

S¥YLviA: I’m not married. 

Aman: What for you no marry if you belong twenty-two? 

Sytvia: It does need an explanation, doesn’t it? The truth 
is that nobody’s asked me. 

Knox: What a lie. 

AMAH: You come China catchee husband? 

SyLvi1a: Certainly not. 

AMAH: You Christian? 

Sytv1a: Not a very good one, I’m afraid. 

Aman: Who baptized you? 

Sytvia: Well, you know, it’s an awfully long time ago. I 
forget. 

Kwox: She’s like me, Amah, she’s a Presbyterian. 
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Aman: You go hell then. Only Seventh Day Adventists no 
go hell. 

Syzvia: It’ll be rather crowded then, I’m afraid. 

Aman: You only baptized once? 

SYLVIA: So far as I know. 

Aman: I baptized one, two, three, four, five times. I velly 
Christian woman. 

Knox: I say, old man, I don’t want to dash your fond hopes, 
but in point of fact we didn’t come here to see you. 

GEORGE: Why not? Surely Miss Knox must want to see the 
principal sights of Peking. 

Knox: The man is not a raving lunatic, Sylvia. His only 
delusion is that he’s a humorist... . Sylvia thought 
she’d like to call on Mrs. Harry. 

GezorGce: I’m sure Daisy will be very glad. Amah, go and 
tell Missy that there’s a lady. 

Aman: Can do. 

[Fixst. 

Kwox: I say, have they caught any of those blighters who 
tried to kill you? 

GrorGE: No, not a chance. They weren’t after me, you 
know, they were after Harry. 

Kwox: Is there any one who has a grudge against him? 

GeorGE: I don’t think so. He doesn’t seem very keen on 
discussing the incident. 

[Daisy comes in. 

Knox: Here she is. I’ve brought my sister to see you, Mrs. 
Harry. 

Daisy: [Shaking hands.| How do you do? 

Sytv1a: What a wonderful place you live in. 

Dalsy: It’s rather attractive, isn’t it? You must see the 
temple before you go. 

Syivia: I’d love to. 
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Daisy: Do sit down. [To KNox.] What do you think of my 
patient? 

Kwox: I think he’s a fraud. I never saw any one look so 
robust. 

Daisy: [Delighted.| He’s made a wonderful recovery. 

GeorGeE: Thanks to you, Daisy. You can’t think how she 
nursed me. 

Knox: It was rather a narrow escape, wasn’t it? 

Daisy: For two days we thought he might die at any 
minute. It was—it was rather dreadful. 

GeorGeE: And do you know, all that time she never left me 
fora minute. [Zo Dartsy.] I don’t know how I can ever 
thank you. 

Daisy: Oh, well, Harry had his work. I didn’t think he 
ought to be robbed of his night’s rest for a worthless 
creature like you, and I hated the idea of a paid nurse 
looking after you. 

Sytv1a: You must have been worn out at the end of it. 

Darsy: No, I’m as strong as a horse. And it was such a 
relief to me when the doctor said he was out of danger, I 
forgot I was tired. 

Knox: I don’t know why you bothered about him. There 
are such a lot of fellows who want his job, and they all 
know they could do it much better than he can. 

GzEoRGE: Every one’s been so awfully good to me. I had no 
idea there was so much kindness in the world. 

Daisy: [To SyLvia, very pleasantly.| Will you come and look 
at the temple now while they’re bringing tea? 

Sytvia: Yes, I’d like to very much. 

Daisy: I think you’ll enjoy your tea more if you feel you’ve 
done the sight. 

Sytvia: It’s all so new to me. Everything interests me. 
l’ve fallen passionately in love with Peking. 

[They wander off talking gaily. 
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GzorGE: Harold, you’re a very nice boy. 

Kwox: That’s what the girls tell me. But I don’t know why 
you should. 

GeorGE: I think it was rather sporting of you to bring your 
sister to see Daisy. 

Kwox: I don’t deserve any credit for that. She insisted on 
coming. 

GEORGE: Ohp 

Knox: She met Harry at the club and took rather a fancy to 
him. When I told her Daisy was a half-caste and people 
didn’t bother much about her she got right up on her 
hind legs. I told her she’d only just come out to China 
and didn’t know what she was talking about, and then 
she gave me what she called a bit of her mind. I was 
obliged to remark that if that was a bit I didn’t much care 
about knowing the rest. 

GerorGE: It sounds as though you’d had a little tiff. 

Kwox: She said she had no patience with the airs people 
gave themselves in the East. A Eurasian was just as 
good as anybody else. And when I happened to say I 
was coming here to-day to see how you were she said 
she’d come too. 

GezorGE: It’s very kind of her. Daisy leads a dreadfully 
lonely life. It would mean so much to her if she knew 
one ot two white women. If they take to one another 
you won't try to crab it, will you? I fancy Daisy wants a 
friend rather badly. 

Knox: I shouldn’t like it very much, you know. Would 
you much care for your sister to be very pally with a half- 
caste? 

GeorGE: Daisy is one ina thousand. You can’t think what 
she’s done for me during my illness. My mother couldn’t 
have taken more care of me. 

Knox: They’re often very good-hearted. But as a matter of 
fact nothing I can say will have the least effect on Sylvia. 
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Girls have changed a lot since the war. If she wants to do 
a thing and she thinks it right, she’ll do it. And if I 
try to interfere she’s quite capable of telling me to go to 
the devil. 

GeEorGE: She seems to be a young woman of some character. 


Knox: Perhaps because she’s had rather a rough time. The 
fellow she was engaged to was killed in the war and she 
was awfully cut up. She drove an ambulance for the last 
two years and then she went up to Girton. After that 
my father thought she’d better come out here for a bit. 

GerorGE: She ought to like it. 


Knox: If she doesn’t put up people’s backs too much. She 
can’t stand anything like injustice or cruelty. If she 
thinks people are unkind to Daisy or sniffy about her 
she'll stick to her like a leech. However, I daresay she'll 
get married. 


GeorGE: [Swiling.| That'll learn her. 


Knox: Why don’t you marry her? It’s about time you 
settled down. 

GrorcE: [W/th a chuckle.} You fool. 

Knox: Why? You’re by way of being rather eligible, 
aren't you? 

Georce: I don’t know why you want to get rid of her. 
She seems a very nice sister. 


Knox: Of course I love having her with me, but she does 
cramp my style a bit. And she ought to marry. She’d 
make you a first-rate wife. 


GeorGe: Much too good for the likes of me. 


Kwox: Of course she’s a bit independent, but one has to put 
up with that in girls nowadays. And she’s as good as 
gold. 


GEORGE: One can see that at a mile, my son. 
Kwox: I say, who was Rathbone, Daisy’s first husband? 


SCENE V EAST OF SUEZ 173 


GrorGE: [His face a blank.] Harry told me he was an 
American. He said he was in business in the F.M.S. 

Knox: That’s what Harry told me. I met a fellow the other 
day who lives in Singapore and he told me he’d never 
heard of Rathbone. 

GEORGE: [Chafing him.] Perhaps he didn’t move in the 
exalted circles that a friend of yours would naturally 
move in. 

Knox: I suppose there was a Mr. Rathbone? 

[During the last few speeches, Wu has appeared with the 
tea. He sets it don'n on the table. Datsy and SYLVIA 
come out of the house. 

Daisy: Oh, here’s tea. 

Sytv1a: I don’t think we’ll stay, thank you very much. 
We have another call to make. 

Daisy: How tiresome of you. Harry ought to be back in a 
few minutes. He’ll be disappointed not to have seen you. 

Sytvia: I promised to go and see Mrs. Stopfort. Do you 
know her? 

Datsy: I know whom you mean. 

Sytvia: I think people are being absolutely beastly to her. 
It simply makes my blood boil. 

Daisy: Oh, how? 

Sytvia: Well, you know that her husband’s a drunken 
brute who’s treated her abominably for years. At last 
she fell in love with a man and now her husband is going 
to divorce her. It’s monstrous that he should be able to. 

Dartsy: Are the ladies of Peking giving her the cold shoulder? 

Knox: The cold shoulder hardly describes it. The frozen 
silverside. 

GerorGE: I think she’s well rid of Reggie Stopfort at any 
price, but I’m sorry the other party is André Leroux. 

Sytvia: Why? She introduced me to him. I thought he 
was a very nice fellow. 
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Grorce: Well, you see, if he’d been English or American 
he would have married her as a matter of course. 

Syztv1a: So I should hope. 

Daisy: Because she was divorced on his account, you 
meanp 

GeorGE: Yes. But the French haven’t our feeling on that 
matter. I’m not quite sure if André will be willing to 
marry her. 

Sytv1a: Oh, that would be dreadful. Under those circum- 
stances the man must marry the woman. He simply must. 

Georce: Of course. 

Knox: Come along, Sylvia. We won’t discuss women’s 
rights now. 

Sytvra: [Giving Datsy her hand very cordially.| And if there’s 
anything I hate it’s people who say they’re going and 
then don’t go. Good-bye, Mrs. Anderson. 

Daisy: It’s been very nice to see you. 

Sytvia: Ido hope you’ll come and see me soon. I’m so very 
much alone, you’d be doing me a charity if you’d look 
me up. We might do the curio shops together. 

Darsy: That would be great fun. Boy, open the gate. 

Sytv1a: Good-bye, Mr. Conway. I’m glad to see you so 
well. 

GzorGE: Thank you very much. Good-bye. 

[On recewving Datsy’s order Wu goes to the doorway and 
draws the bolt. He pulls back one heavy door, A 
beggar shows himself. He is excessively thin, and he 
has a bush of long bristly hair; he is clothedin patched 
rags, torn and patched; his legs and feet are bare. He 
puts out a long band and breaks into a long, high- 
pitched whine. 


Knox: O Lord, get out. 
Daisy: Oh no, please, Harold, give him a copper or two. 
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GeorGez: Daisy never lets a beggar go away without 
something. 


Daisy: It’s not because I’m charitable. I’m afraid they'll 
bring me bad luck. 


Knox: [Taking a coin from his pocket.| Here you are, Clarence. 
Now buzz off. 


[The beggar takes his dole and saunters away. 

SyLv1a: Good-bye. 

Daisy: Good-bye. 

[KNox and Sytvia go out. Datsy has walked with them 
towards the doorway and now returns to GEORGE. 

GrEorGE: What a very nice girl, Daisy. 

Daisy: She seems to make a speciality of speckled peaches. 
First me and then Mrs. Stopfort. 

GerorGE: I was hoping you’d like her. 

Datsy: It’s hardly probable. She’s everything that I’m not. 
She has everything that I haven’t. No, I don’t like her. 
But I’d give anything in the world to be her. 

GeorGE: [Swiling.] I don’t think you need envy her. 

Daisy: Don’t you think she’s pretty? 

GEORGE: Yes, very. But you’re so much more than pretty. 
I expect you have more brains in your little finger than 
she has in her whole body. 


Daisy: [Gravely.] She has something that I haven’t got, 
George, and I’d give my soul to have. 

GerorGE: [Embarrassed.| I don’t know what you mean. 
[Changing the conversation abruptly.| Daisy, now that I’m 
going away. ... 

Datsy: [Interrupting.| Are you really going to-morrow? 

GezorGE: [Breezi/y.] ?'m quite well. I’m ashamed to have 
stayed so long. 

Datsy: I don’t look forward very much to the long, empty 
days when you’re no longer here. 
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GeorGE: [Serfously.] I must go, Daisy. I really must. 

Darsy: [After a moment’s pause.| What were you going to 
say to me? Don’t thank me for anything I may have 
done. It’s given me a happiness I never knew before. 

GezorceE: Except for you I should have died. And when I 
think of the past Iam ashamed. 

Daisy: What does the past matter? The past is dead and 
gone. 

Gezorce: And I’m ashamed when I think how patient you 
were when I was irritable, how kind and thoughtful. I 
hardly knew I wanted a thing before you gave it to me. 
Sometimes when I felt I couldn’t breathe, the tenderness 
of your hand on my forehead—oh, it was like a dip ina 
highland stream on a summer day. I think I never knew 
that there was in you the most precious thing that any 
one can have, goodness. O Daisy, it makes me feel so 
humble. 

Daisy: Goodness? [With the shadow of a laugh.| O George. 

GeorGE: It’s because Harry is better and simpler than Iam 
that he was able to see itin you. He felt it in you always, 
and he was right. 

[Ihe AMAH comes in. 

Dartsy: [Sharp/y.] What d’you want? 

[Ie AMAH crosses from one to the other and a thin smile 
crosses her eyes. 

Aman: Master telephone, Daisy. 

Datsy: Why didn’t you take the message? 

[She 2s about to go into the house. 

AmAH: He have go now. He say very much hurry. I say no 
can findee you. I think you go out. 

Daisy: Why did you say that? 

Amau: I think more better, maybe. 

GrorGE: [Swiling.] That’s right, Amah. Never tell the 
truth when a lie will do as well. 
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Daisy: Well, what was the message? 

AmAH: Master say he must go Tientsin. Very important 
business. No come back to-night. Come back first train 
to-morrow. 

Daisy: Very well. Tell the boy that we shall be only two to 
dinner. 

Amau: I go talkee he. 

[ Excet. 

GzorGeE: [Urbanely.] I say, I don’t want to be an awful 
trouble to you. I think I’d better go back to my own 
place to-night. 

Daisy: [Looking at him.| Why should you do that? 

GezorGE: I was going to-morrow anyway. 

Daisy: Do you think my reputation is such a sensitive 
flower? 

GeEorGE: [Lightly.] Of course not. But people aren’t very 
charitable. It seems rather funny I should stay here when 
Harry’s away. 

Daisy: What do you suppose I care if people gossip? 

GeEorGE: I care for you. 

Daisy: [With a smile, almost archly.| It’s not very flattering 
to me that you should insist on going the moment Harry 
does. Do I bore you so much as all that? 


GeorGeE: [Wz7th a chuckle.| How can you talk such nonsense? 
I haven’t wanted to get well too quickly. I’ve so 
enjoyed sitting quietly here while you read or sewed. 
I’ve got so much in the habit of seeing you about me that 
if I don’t go at once I shall never be able to bring myself 
to go at all. 

Daisy: Since that horrible accident I’ve been rather nervous 
at the thought of sleeping here by myself. I’m terrified 
at the thought of being left alone to-night. 


GEORGE: Come in with me, then. The Knoxes will be 
delighted to put you up for the night. 
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Daisy: [With a sudden change of manner.| I don’t want you to 
go, George. I want you to stay. 

GrorGE: [As serious as she is.) Daisy, don’t be too hard on 
me. You don’t know. You don’t know. [With an 
effort he regains his self-control and returns to his easy chaffing 
tone.| Don’t forget it’s not only a wound in the lung that 
I’ve been suffering from. While you and the doctor 
between you have been patching that up, I’ve been busy 
sticking together the pieces of a broken heart. It’s nicely 
set now, no one could tell that there’d ever been any- 
thing wrong with it, but I don’t think it would be very 
wise to give it a sudden jolt or jerk. 

Daisy: [In a low quivering voice.| Why do you say things like 
that? What is the good of making pretences? 

GEORGE: [Determined to keep the note of lightness.| It was very 
silly of me to bother you with my little troubles. It was 
very hot. I was overworked and nervous at the time or I 
shouldn’t have made so much of it. Pm sure that you’ll 
be as pleased as I am to know that I’m making a very 
good recovery, thank you. 

Daisy: [As though asking a casual question.) You don’t care 
for me any more? 

GeEorGE: I have the greatest affection for you. I admire you 
and of course I’m grateful to you. But if I thought I was 
in love with you I was mistaken. 

Daisy: Do you know why I wouldn’t have a professional 
nurse, and when you were unconscious for two days 
refused to leave you for a minute? Do you know why, 
afterwards, at night when you grew delirious, 1 wouldn’t 
let Harry watch you? I said it would interfere with his 
work. I dared not leave you for a single moment. And 
it was your secret and mine. I wouldn’t let anybody in 
the world share it with me. Do you know what you said 
in your delirium? 

GEORGE: [Disturbed.] I expect I talked an awful lot of rot. 
People always do, I believe. 
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Datsy: [Passionately.| You used to call me, Daisy, Daisy, as 
though your heart was breaking. And when I leaned 
Over you and said, I’m here, you would take my face in 
your hands so that I could hardly believe you weren’t 
conscious. And you said, I love you. 


GrEorGE: O God. 


Daisy: And sometimes I didn’t know how to calm you. 
You were frantic because you thought they were taking 
me away from you. I can’t bear it, you said, I shall die. 
I had to put my hands over your mouth so that no one 
should hear. 


GezorGeE: I didn’t know what I was saying. I wasn’t myself. 
It was just the madness of fever. 

Daisy: And sometimes you were so exquisitely tender. 
Your voice was soft and caressing. And you called me 
by sweet names so that the tears ran down my cheeks. 
You thought you held me in your arms and you pressed 
me to your heart. You were happy then, you were so 
happy that I was afraid you’d die of it. I know what love 
is, and you love me. 


GeorGE: For God’s sake stop. Why do you torture me? 


Datsy: And then you were madly jealous. You hated 
Harry. I think you could have killed him. 


GEORGE: That’s not true. That’s infamous. Never! 
Never! 


Daisy: You know as well as I do that he’s no more than a 
puppet. You despise him. 

GEORGE: Harry? Why, he’s ten times better than I am. 
I’m fonder of him than of any one in the world. He’s the 
straightest man I ever knew. 

Dartsy: Oh, you can say that with your lips. Sometimes you 
thought he put his arms round me and kissed me, and 
you sobbed aloud. Oh, it was so painful. I forgot that 
you were unconscious and I took your hands and said, 
He’s not here. You and I are alone, alone. And some- 
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times I think you understood. You fell back, and a look 
of peace came on your face as if you were in heaven, and 
you said—do you know what you said? You said, 
Beloved, beloved, beloved. 


[Her voice breaks and the tears course down her cheeks. 
GEorGE 7s shattered by what she has told him. 


GeorGE: I’m vile. I suppose there are few of us that 
wouldn’t turn away from ourselves in horror if the 
innermost thoughts of our heart, the thoughts we’re 
only conscious of to hate, were laid bare. But that 
shameful thing that showed itself in me isn’t me. I 
disownit.... 


Datsy: I thought you had more courage. I thought you had 
more sense. Do you call that you, a few conventional 
prejudices? The real you is the love that consumes you 
more hotly than ever the fever did. The only you is the 
one that loves me. The rest is only frills. It’s a domino 
that you put on at a masked ball. 

GEORGE: You don’t know what you say? Frills? It’s 
honour, and duty, and decency. It’s everything that 
makes it possible for me to cling to the shadow of my 
self-respect. 

Daisy: Oh, all that means nothing. You fool. You might 
as well try with your bare hands to stop the flow of the 
Yangtse. 

GeorGE: If I perish, I perish. Oh, of course I love you. All 
night I’m tortured with love and tortured with jealousy, 
but the day does come at last, and then I can get hold of 
myself again. My love is some horrible thing gnawing 
at my heart-strings. I hate it and despise it. But I can 
fight it, fight it all the time. Oh, I’ve been here too long. 
I ought to have got back to work long ago. Work is my 
only chance. Daisy, I beseech you to let me go. 

Daisy: How can I let you go? I love you. 


GEORGE: [Thunderstruck.| You? [Impatiently, with a shrug 
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of the shoulders.| Oh, you’re talking nonsense. 


Daisy: Why do you suppose I’ve said all these things? Do 
you think a woman cares twopence for a man’s love 
when she doesn’t love him? 


GerorGE: Oh, it’s impossible. You don’t know what you’re 
saying. I know how good and kind you are. You’ve 
been touched by my love. You mistake pity for love. 


Daisy: ’m not good and [’'m not kind. There’s no room 
in my soul for pity. In my soul there’s only a raging 
hunger. If I know what you feel it’s because I feel it too. 
I love you, I love you, I love you. 

GeorGe: And Harry? 


Daisy: What do I care about Harry? I hate him because 
he’s stood between me and you. You said yourself that 
he was empty and trivial. 


GrorGE: Never. I’ve never said a word against him. What 
I said in my delirium means nothing. 


Daisy: It was the truth. It was your heart that spoke. He is 
nothing. 

GEORGE: He’s your husband. He’s my friend. 

Daisy: He doesn’t exist. I’ve loved you always from the 
first day I saw you. The others were nothing to me, Lee 
Tai and Harry and the rest. I’ve loved you always. I’ve 
never loved any one but you. All these years I’ve kept 
the letters you wrote to me. [ve read them till I know 
every word by heart. They’re all blurred and smudged 
with the tears ve wept over them. They were all I had. 
Do you think I’m going to let you go now? All my pain, 
all my anguish, are nothing any more. I love you and 
you love me. 

GeEorGE: Oh, don’t, don’t. 

Daisy: You can’t leave me now. If you leave me I shall kill 
myself. 

GerorGeE: I must go away. I must never see you again. 
Whatever happens we must never meet. 
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Daisy: [Exasperated and impatient.| That’s impossible. What 
will you say to Harry? 


GEORGE: If need be I’ll tell him the truth. 


Daisy: What difference will that make? Will you love me 
any the less? Yes, tell him. Tell him that I love you and 
you only, and that I belong to you and to you only. 


GrorGE: O Daisy, for God’s sake try and control yourself. 
We must do our duty, we must, we must. 


Daisy: I know no duty. I only know love. There’s no 
room in my soul for anything else. You say that love is 
like a wild beast gnawing at your entrails. My love is a 
liberator. It’s freed me from a hateful past. It’s freed me 
from Harry. There’s nothing in the world now but you 
and me and the love that joins us. I want you, I want 
you. 


GrorGE: Don’t, don’t. Oh, this is madness. There’s only 
one thing to be done. God, give me strength. Daisy, 
you know I love you. I love you with all my heart and 
soul. But it’s good-bye. Ill never see you again. Never, 
never. So help me, God. 

Daisy: How can you be so cruel? You’re heartless. I’ve 
wanted you all these years. I’ve hungered for you. You 
don’t know what my humiliation has been. Pity me 
because I loved you. If you leave me now I shall die. 
You open the doors of heaven to me and then you slam 
them in my face. Haven’t you made me unhappy 
enough? You’d have done better to kill me ten years 
ago. You trampled me in the mud and then you left me. 
Oh, what shall I do? 


[She sinks to the ground weeping as though her heart would 
break. GEORGE looks at her for a minute, his face 
distorted with agony; he clenches his hands in the 
violence of his effort to control himself. He takes his 
bat and walks slowly towards the gate. He withdraws 
the great bolt that bolds it. When Daisy bears the 
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sound of this she starts to her feet and staggers 
towards him. 
Daisy: George. No, no. Not yet. 


[She staggers and with a cry falls headlong. She has 
fainted. 


GzoRGE: [Rushing towards her.| Daisy, Daisy. [He &neels 
down and takes her head in his hands. He is fearfully agitated.| 
O my darling, what is it? O my God, Daisy. Speak to 
me. [Ca//ing.|] Amah! Amah! [Datsy slowly opens ber 
eyes.| O my beloved, I thought you were dead. 


Daisy: Lift me up. 
GEORGE: You can’t stand. 

[He raises her to her feet so that when she is erect she is in 

his arms. She puts her arms round his neck. 
Dartsy: Don’t leave me. 
GrorGE: My precious. My beloved. 

[She turns her face to him, offering her lips, and he bends his 

head and kisses her. She closes her eyes in ecstasy. 
Daisy: Take mein. I feel so ill. 
GEORGE: I'l] carry you. 

[He lifts her up and carries her into the house. From the 
opposite side the AMAH appears. She goes to the 
gateway and slips the bolt forward into position. Then 
she comes to the tea-table, sits down, and takes a scone. 

AMAH: Hi yah. 
[She bites the scone and chews placidly. On her face is a 


suirk of irony. 


END OF SCENE V 


SCENE VI 


SCENE: A small room in a Chinese house in Peking. The walls 
are whitewashed, but the whitewash is not a little stained. 
Three or four scrolls hang on them, written over in large 
characters with inscriptions. On the floor is matting. The only 
furniture consists of a table, with a couple of chairs, a wooden 
pallet covered with matting, with cushions at one end of it, and a 
Korean chest heavily ornamented with brass. At the back are 
a couple of windows, elaborately latticed and covered with rice 
paper, and a lightly-carved door. 

Daisy is seated in one of the chairs. She has taken her pocket 
mirror out of her bag and is looking at herself. She is gay and 
happy. The AMAH comes in. She carries a long-necked vase in 
which are a couple of carnations. 


Aman: I bring you flowers make room look pletty. 

Daisy: O you nice old thing. Put them on the table. 

AmAH: You look at yourself in looking-glass? 

Daisy: I’m looking young. It suits me to be happy. 

Aman: You very pletty girl. I very pletty girl long time 
ago. You look alla same me some day. 

Darsy: [Amused.] Heaven forbid. 

AMAH: You velly good temper to-day, Daisy. You glad 
because George come. 

Daisy: I didn’t see him yesterday. 

Aman: He keep you waiting. 

Daisy: The wretch. He always keeps me waiting. But 
what do I care as long as he comes? We shall have three 
hours. Perhaps he’ll dine here. If he says he can, give 
him what he likes to eat. No one can make such delicious 
things as you can if you want to. 

184 
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AmaAH: You try flatter me. 


Daisy: I don’t. You know very well you’re the best cook in 
China. 

Aman: [Tick/ed.] O Daisy. I know you more better than 
you think. 


Daisy: You’re a wicked old woman. [She gives her a kiss on 
both cheeks.| What are they making such a row about next 
door? 


AmaH: Coolie, he got killed this morning. He have two 
small children. Their mother, she die long time ago. 
Daisy: How dreadful. Poor little things. 
AmAH: You like see them? They here. 
[She goes to the door and beckons. A little, old, shabby 
Chinaman comes in with two tiny children, a boy anda 


girl, one holding on to each hand. They are very solemn 
and shy and silent. 


Daisy: Oh, what lambs. 


AmauH: They no got money. This old man he say he take 
them and he bring them up. But he only coolie. He no 
got much money himself. 


Darsy: Is he related to them? 


AmaH: No, him just velly good man. He no can do velly 
much. He just do what he can. The neighbours, they 
help little. 


Daisy: But Pll help too. Have you got any money on you? 
Aman: I got two, three dollars. 
Daisy: What’s the good of that? Let him have this. 
[She has a chain of gold beads round her neck. She takes tt 
off and puts it in the old man’s hands. 
AMAH: That chain very ispensive, Daisy. 


Datsy: What do I care? Let him sell it for what it'll fetch. 
It’l] bring me luck. [To the o/d man.) You sabe? 


[He nods, smiling. 
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Aman: I think he understand all right. 

Daisy: [Looking at the children.| Aren’t they sweet? And so 
solemn. [Io ¢he AmAuH.] You go chop-chop to the 
toyshop opposite and buy them some toys. 


AMAH: Can do. 


[She goes out. Daisy takes the children and sets them up 
on the table. 


Daisy: [Charmingly.| Now you come and talk to me. Sit 
very still now or you'll fall off. [To the little boy.| I 
wonder how old you are. [To the old man.| Wu? Liu? 


Oxup Man: Liu. 


Daisy: [To the little boy.| Six years old. Good gracious, 
you’re quite a man. If I had a little boy he’d be older 
than you now. If I had a little boy I’d dress him in such 
smart things. And I’d bath him myself. I wouldn’t let 
any horrid old amah bath him. And I wouldn’t stuff him 
up with sweets like the Chinese do; I’d give him one 
piece of chocolate when he was a good boy. Gracious 
me, I’ve got some chocolates here. Wait there. Sit 
quite still. [She goes over to the shelf on which is a bag of 
chocolates.] There’s one for you and one for you and [/o 
the old man| one for you. And here’s one for me. 


[The children and the Chinaman eat the chocolates solemnly. 
The Aman returns with a doll and a child’s Peking 


cart. 

AmaH: Have catchee toys. 

Darsy: Look what kind old Amah has brought you. [Se 
lifts the children off the table and gives the doll to the little girl 
and the cart to the boy.) Here’s a beautiful doll for you and 
here’s a real cart for you. [She sits down on the floor.) 
Look, the wheels go round and everything. 

Amau: Have got more presents. 


[She takes out of her sleeve little bladders with mouthpiece 
attached so that they can be blown up. 
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Darsy: What on earth is this? Oh, I love them. We must 
all have one. [She distributes them and they all blow them up. 
There is the sound of scratching at the door.) Who’s that, I 
wonder? 

Aman: If you say come in, maybe you see. 

Datsy: Open the door, you old silly. [She begins to blow up the 
balloon again. The Amau goes to the door and opens it. 
LEE Tat steps in.] Send these away. [The AMAH makes a 
sign to the old Chinaman; he gives each child a hand and with 
their presents they go out. The AMAH slips out after them.| I 
thought you were dead. 

Lee Tar: I’m very much alive, thank you. 

Daisy: Ah, well, we'll hope for the best. 

Lzz Tar: I trust you’re not displeased to see me. 

Daisy: [Gaz/y.] If you’d come yesterday I should certainly 
have smacked your face, but to-day I’m in such a good 
humour that even the sight of you is tolerable. 

Lee Tar: You weren’t here yesterday. 

[The AMAH comes in carrying on a little wooden tray two 
Chinese bowls and a teapot. 

Daisy: My dear mamma seems to think you’ve come to pay 

mea visit. You mustn’t let me keep you too long. 


Lez Tar: You are expecting some one? I know. 
[The AMAH goes ont. 


Daisy: [Chafing him.| I always said you had a brain. 


Lzz Tar: No better a one than yours, Daisy. It was a clever 
trick when you got me to try to put your husband out of 
the way so that you should be free for George Conway. 


Daisy: It was nothing to do with me. I told you I’d have 
nothing to do with it. You made a hash of it. One can 
forgive the good for being stupid, but when rascals are 
fools there’s no excuse. 


Lez Tar: The best laid schemes of mice and men, as my 
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favourite poet, Robert Burns, so elegantly puts it, gang 
aft agley. 

Daisy: I don’t care a damn about your favourite poet. 
What have you come here for to-day? 

LEE Tar: As it turns out, I do not see that there is any cause 
for regret that George Conway got the knife thrust that 
was intended for your husband. I wish it had gone a 
little deeper. 

Darsy: [Coo//y.] As it turns out, you only did me a service. 
But still you haven’t told me to what I owe the honour of 
your Visit. 

Lee Tar: Civility. I like to be on friendly terms with my 
tenants. 

Daisy: [Sarprised.}] Your what? 

Lee Tat: [Urbanely.] This happens to be my house. When I 
discovered that your honourable mother had taken the 
rooms in this courtyard so that you might have a place 
where George Conway and you could safely meet, I 
thought I would buy the whole house. 

Daisy: I] hope it was a good investment. 

Lez Tar: Otherwise perhaps I should have hesitated. It 
was clever of you to find so convenient a place. With a 
curio shop in front into which any one can be seen going 
without remark, and an ill-lit passage leading to this 
court, it is perfect. 

Daisy: What is the idea? 

Lee Tar: [With @a twinkle in his eyes.) Are you a little 
frightened? 

Daisy: Not a bit. What can you do? You can tell Harry. 
Tell him, = 

Lee Tat: [Affably.] George Conway would be ruined. 

Datsy: [With a shrug.] He’d lose his job. Perhaps you 
would give him another. You’re mixed up in so many 
concerns you could surely find use for a white man who 
speaks Chinese as well as George does. 
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Lee Tar: I find even your shamelessness attractive. 
Daisy: I’m profoundly grateful for the compliment. 


Lez Tai: But do not fear. I shall do nothing. I bought this 
house because I like you to know that always, always you 
are in my hand. Where you go, I go. Where you are, I 
am. Sometimes you do not see me, but nevertheless [am 
close. I do nothing. Iam content to wait. 

Datsy: Your time is your own. I have no objection to your 
wasting it. 

LEE Tat: One day, and I think that day is not very far 
distant, you will come to me. I was the first and I shall 
be the last. If you like I will marry you. 


Daisy: [With a smile.| I thought you had two, if not three, 
wives already. I fancy that number four would have 
rather a thin time. 


LEE Tar: My wife can be divorced. I am willing to marry 
you before the British Consul. We will go to Penang. 
I have a house there. You shall have motor-cars. 


Darsy: It’s astonishing how easy it is to resist temptations 
that don’t tempt you. 


Lez Tar: Sneer. What do I care? I wait... . What have 
you to do with white men? You are not a white woman. 
What power has this blood of your father’s when it 1s 
mingled with the tumultuous stream which you have 
inherited through your mother from innumerable 
generations? Our race is very pure and very strong. 
Strange nations have overrun us, but in a little while we 
have absorbed them so that no trace of a foreign people 
is left in us. China is like the Yangtse, which is fed by 
five hundred streams and yet remains unchanged, the 
river of golden sand, majestic, turbulent, indifferent, and 
everlasting. What power have you to swim against that 
mighty current? You can wear European clothes and eat 
European food, but in your heart you are a China- 
woman. Are your passions the weak and vacillating 
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passions of the white man? There is in your heart a 
simplicity which the white man can never fathom and a 
deviousness which he can never understand. Your soul 
is like a rice patch cleared in the middle of the jungle. 
All around the jungle hovers, watchful and jealous, and 
it is only by ceaseless labour that you can prevent its 
inroads. One day your labour will be vain and the jungle 
will take back its own. China 1s closing in on you. 

Daisy: My poor Lee Tai, you’re talking perfect nonsense. 

Lez Tar: You’re restless and unhappy and dissatisfied 
because you’re struggling against instincts which were 
implanted in your breast when the white man was a 
hungry, naked savage. One day you will surrender. 
You will cast off the white woman like an outworn 
garment. You will come back to China as a tired child 
comes back to his mother. And in the immemorial 
usages of our great race you will find peace. 

[There is a moment’s silence. Daisy passes her hand over 
her forehead. Against her will she is strangely 
impressed by what LEE Tat has sated. She gives a little 
shudder and recovers berself. 

Daisy: George Conway loves me, and I . Oh! 

Lez Tat: The white man’s love lasts no longer than a 
summer day. It is a red, red rose. Now it flaunts its 
scented beauty proudly in the sun, and to-morrow its 
petals, wrinkled and stinking, lie scattered on the ground. 

[There is a sound of a footstep in the courtyard outside. 

Daisy: Here he is. Go quickly. 

[GEORGE opens the door and stops as be catches sight of 
LEE TAI. 

GEORGE: Hulloa, who’s this? 

[Lex Tat steps forward, smiling and obsequious. 


Lez Tar: I am the owner of this house. The Amah com- 
plained that the roof leaked, and I came to see for 
myself. 





SCENE VI EAST OF SUEZ 19! 


GeEorGE: [Frowning.] It’s of no consequence. Please don’t 
bother about it. 


Lee Tar: I wish I needn’t. The Amah has a virulent and an 
active tongue—lI am afraid she will give me no peace till 
I have satisfied her outrageous demands. 


GrorGE: You speak extraordinarily good English. 
LEE Tar: Tama graduate of the University of Edinburgh. 
Daisy: Robert Burns is his favourite poet. 


Lee T'at: I spent a year at Oxford and another at Harvard. 
I can express myself in English not without fluency. 


GeEorGE: Let me compliment you on your good sense in 
retaining your national costume. I think it a pity that the 
returned students should insist on wearing ugly tweed 
suits and billycock hats. 


Lee Tar: I spent eight years abroad. I brought back with 
me no more admiration for Western dress than for 
Western civilisation. 


GerorGE: That is very interestings 
Lez Tar: You are pleased to be sarcastic. 


Grorce: And you, I think, are somewhat supercilious. 
Believe me, the time has passed when the mandarins of 
your country, in their impenetrable self-conceit, could put 
up a barrier against the advance of civilisation. If you 
have any love for China, you must see that her only 
chance to take her rightful place in the world is to accept 
honestly and sincerely the teaching of the West. 


Lee Tar: And if in our hearts we despise and detest what 
you have to teach us? For what reason are you so 
confident that you are so superior to us that it behoves 
us to sit humbly at your feet? Have you excelled us in 
arts or letters? Have our thinkers been less profound 
than yours? Has our civilisation been less elaborate, less 
complicated, less refined than yours? Why, when you 
lived in caves and clothed yourselves with skins we were 
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a cultured people. Do you know that we tried an 
experiment which is unique in the world? 

GEORGE: [Good-naturedly.| What experiment is that? 

Lez Tat: We sought to rule this great people not by force, 
but by wisdom. And for centuries we succeeded. Then 
why does the white man despise the yellow? Shall I tell 
your 

GEORGE: Do. 

Lee Tar: [W72h a smiling contempt.| Because he has invented 
the machine-gun. That is your superiority. We are a 
defenceless horde and you can blow us into eternity. 
[ With a tinge of sadness.] You have shattered the dream of 
our philosophers that the world could be governed by 
the power of law and order. . . . And now you are 
teaching our young men your secret. You have thrust 
your hideous inventions upon us. Fools. Do you not 
know that we have a genius for mechanics? Do you not 
know that there are in this country four hundred millions 
of the most practical and industrious people in the 
world? Do you think it will take us long to learn? And 
what will become of your superiority when the yellow 
man can make as good guns as the white and fire them as 
straight? You have appealed to the machine-gun and by 
the machine-gun shall you be judged. 

[There ts a pause. Suddenly GEORGE gives LEE TAI a 
scrutinising glance. 

GrorGE: What is your name? 

Ler Tai: [With a thin, amused smile.| Lee Tai Cheng. 

GeorGE: [With a frigid politeness.| Ym sure you are very 
busy, Mr. Lee. I won’t detain you any longer. 

Lez Tar: [S22// smiling.] I wish you a good day. 

[He bows slightly and shakes his own hands in the Chinese 
manner. He goes out. He leaves behind him an 
smpression that is at once ironic and sinister. 

GEORGE: What the devil is he doing here? 
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Daisy: [Amused.| He came to make me an offer of marriage. 
I pointed out to him that I was married already. 

GrorGE: [Not without irritation.] How did he know you 
were here? 

Dartsy: He made it his business to find out. 

GerorGE: Does he know that... ? 

Daisy: [Coo//y.] You know China better than most English- 
men. You know that the white man can do nothing 
without the Chinese knowing it. But they won’t tell 
other white men unless—unless it’s to their advantage to 
do so. 

GEORGE: You told me that this house belonged to the 
Amah. 

Daisy: [Swiling.] That was a slight exaggeration. 

GEORGE: You put it very mildly. 

Daisy: You said you wouldn’t come to the temple. It meant 
finding some place where we could meet or never seeing 
you at all. 

GerorGE: [Sommbre/y.] We began with deceit and with deceit 
we’ve continued. 

Daisy: [Tender/y.] There’s no deceit in my love, George. 
After all, our love is the only thing that matters. 

GrorGE: [With a certain awkwardness.) I'm afraid Pve kept 
you waiting. André Leroux came to see me just as I was 
leaving the Legation. 

Daisy: [Remembering.| I know. Mrs. Stopfort’s young man. 

GrorGE: He said he knew Mrs. Stopfort’s friends were 
rather anxious about her future, and he wanted them to 
know that he was going to marry her as soon as she was 
free. 

Datsy: Ohl 

GrorGe: Of course it’s the only decent thing to do, but I 
wasn’t sure if he’d see it. He’s a very good fellow. 
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[ With a smile.] He spent at least half an hour telling me 
how he adored Mrs. Stopfort. 

Daisy: [Good-humouredly.| Oh, you know I’m not the sort of 
woman to grouse because you’re a little late. I can 
always occupy myself by thinking how wonderful it will 
be to see you. And if I get bored with that 1 read your 
letters again. 

GeorGE: I shouldn’t have thought they were worth that. 

Daisy: I think I have every word you have ever written to 
me—those old letters of ten years ago and the little notes 
you write to me now. Even though they’re only two or 
three lines saying you’ll come here or can’t come, they’re 
precious to me. 

GerorGE: But do you keep them here? 

Datsy: Yes, they’re safe there. They’re locked up in that 
box. Only Amah has the key of this room. . . . George. 

GEORGE: Yes. 

Daisy: Will you do something for me? 

GeorGE: If I can. 

Daisy: Will you dine here to-night? Amah will get us a 
lovely little dinner. 

GrEoRGE: Oh, my dear, I can’t. I’ve got an official dinner 
that I can’t possibly get out of. 

Darsy: Oh, how rotten. 

GEorRGE: But I thought Harry was coming back this 
morning. He’s been gone a week already. 

Daisy: I had a letter saying he had to go on to Kalgan. But 
don’t say anything about it. He told me I was to keep ita 
secret. 

GEORGE: He must hate having to be away so much as he’s 
been lately. The death of that man Gregson has upset 
things rather. 

Daisy: [Swiling.] I wish I could thank Gregson for the good 
turn he did ws by dying at the psychological moment. 
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GeorGE: [Dri/y.] I don’t suppose that was his intention. 


Daisy: Except for that Harry would have insisted on going 
to Chung-King. Now there’s no possibility of that for at 
least a year. 


GEORGE: I suppose not. 


Daisy: We’ve got a year before us, George, a whole year. 
And in a year anything can happen. 


GEORGE: [Gravely.] Do you never have any feeling that 
we’ve behaved rottenly to Harry? 


Daisy: I? I’ve been happy for the first time in my life. At 
last I’ve known peace and rest. O George, I’m so grateful 
for all you’ve given me. In these three months you’ve 
changed the whole world for me. I thought I couldn’t 
love you more than I did. I think every day my love 
grows more consuming. 


Georce: [With a sigh.] I’ve never known a single moment’s 
happiness. 


Daisy: That’s not true. When I’ve held you in my arms I’ve 
looked into your eyes and I’ve seen. 


GEORGE: Oh, I know. There’ve been moments of madness 
in which I forgot everything but that I loved you. ’ma 
low rotten cad. No one could despise me more than I 
despise myself. I’ve loved you so that there was room 
for nothing else in my soul. Waking and sleeping you’ve 
obsessed me. 


Datsy: That’s how I want you to love me. 


Georce: And I’ve hated myself for loving you. I’ve hated 
you for making me love you. I’ve struggled with all my 
might and a hundred times I thought I’d conquered 
myself, and then the touch of your hand, the softness of 
your lips—I was like a bird in a cage. I beat myself 
against the bars and all the time the door was open and I 
hadn’t the will to fly out. 
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Daisy: [Tender/y.] O darling, why do you make yourself 
unhappy when happiness lies in the hollow of your 
hand? 

Georce: Have you never regretted anything? 

Daisy: Never. 

GEORGE: You’re stronger than I am. I’m as weak as 
dishwater. It’s funny that it should have taken me all 
these years to find it out. I was weak from the beginning. 
But I was weakest of all that day. I was distracted, I 
thought you were dying, I forgot everything except that 
I loved you. 

Daisy: [With passion.|] Q my sweetheart. Don’t you 
remember how, late in the night, we went outside the 
temple and looked at the moonlight on the walls of the 
Forbidden City? You had no regrets then. 

GEORGE: [Going on with his own thoughts.) And afterwards 
your tears, your happiness, the dread of giving you pain 
and the hot love that burnt me—lI was in the toils then. 
I too knew a happiness that I had never known before. 
On one side was honesty and duty and everything that 
makes a man respect himself—and on the other was love. 
I thought you’d be going away in two or three weeks and 
that would be the end of it. Oh, it was no excuse—there 
are no excuses for me, I can never look Harry in the face 
again; but though my heart was breaking at the thought, 
I—I knew that in a few days I should see you for the last 
time. 

Daisy: [Scornfully.| Do you think I’d have gone then? 

GeorGE: And then came that sudden, unexpected, disastrous 
change in all Harry’s plans. And this house and all the 
sordid horror of an intrigue. And then there was 
nothing to do but face the fact that I was a cur. I 
wouldn’t wish my worst enemy the torture that I’ve 
undergone. 

Daisy: [Fad// of love and pity.| O my darling, you know I'd do 
anything in the world to give you happiness. 
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Gezorce: [Sombrely, looking away from ber.) Daisy, I think 
you can never give me happiness, but you can help me, 
not to make amends, because that’s impossible, but 
to. .. . [Impulsively, looking at her now.| O Daisy, do you 
really love me? 

Daisy: With all my heart. With all my soul. 

GeorGzE: Then help me. Let us finish. 

Daisy: [Quxick/y.] What do you mean? 


GeorGE: I don’t want to seem a prig. I don’t want to 
preach. Heaven knows, I’ve never pretended to be a 
saint. But what we’ve done is wrong. You must see that 
as plainly as I do. 

Daisy: Is it wrong to love? How can IJ help it? 

GerorRGE: Daisy, I want to—cease doing wrong. 

Daisy: You make me impatient. How can you be so weak? 

GEORGE: I want you to believe that I love you. But I can’t 
go on with this deceit. I’d sooner shoot myself. 

Datsy: You couldn’t say that if you loved meas I love you. 

GeorGE: [Brutally.] I don’t love you any more. 

Daisy: [W:th a scornful shrug.| That’s not true. 

GEORGE: [C/enching his teeth.| I came here to-day to tell you 
that—well, that it’s finished and done with. O God, I 
don’t want to make you unhappy. But you must see we 
can’t goon. Everything that’s decent in me revolts at the 
thought. I beseech you to forget me. 

Daisy: As if I could. 

GerorGE: I’m going away for a bit. 

Datsy: [Startled.| You? Why? 

GeorcE: I didn’t trust myself. You see, I’ve lost my nerve, 
so I applied for short leave. I’m sailing for Vancouver on 
the Empress. I leave here the day after to-morrow. 

Datsy: [Suddenly distraught.| You don’t mean that you’re 
going to leave me? I didn’t pay any attention to what you 
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said. I thought it was just a mood. George, George, say 
that you don’t mean that? 


GEORGE: It’s the only thing to do, for your sake and Harry’s 
and mine. [Taking his courage in both hands.| This is 
good-bye, Daisy. 

Daisy: [Setzing him by the shoulders.) Let me look at your 


eyes. George, you’re crazy. You can’t go. 


GxrorGE: [Drawing away.] For God’s sake, don’t touch me. 
I wanted to break it to you gently. I don’t know what’s 
happened. Everything has gone wrong. Tm going, 
Daisy, and nothing in the world can move me. I implore 
you to bear it bravely. [She looks at him with suffering, 
anxious eyes. She is stunned.| Ym afraid you’re going to be 
awfully unhappy for a little while. But I beseech you to 
have courage. Soon the pain won’t be so great, and then 
you'll see I’ve done the only possible thing. 


Daisy: [Sud/enly.] How long are you going for? 


GEORGE: Three or four months. [A pause.] I knew you’d 
be brave, Daisy. Do you know, I was afraid you’d cry 
most awfully. It tears my heart to see you cry. 

Daisy: Do you think I’m a child? Do you think I can cry 
now? 

GEORGE: It’s good-bye then, Daisy. 

[She goes not answer. She hardly hears what he says. He 
hesitates an instant wretchedly, and then goes quickly 
out of the room. Datsy stands as if she were turned to 
stone. Her face is haggard. In a minute Lex Tat 
comes softly in. He stands at the door, looking at her, 
then gives a little cough. She turns round and sees him. 

Daisy: [Feercely.] What do you want? 

Lez Tat: I was waiting till you were disengaged. 

Daisy: Have you been listening? 


LEE Tar: I have heard. 
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Daisy: I wish I could have seen you with your ear to the 
keyhole. You must have looked dignified. 

[She begins to laugh, angrily, hysterically, beside herself. 

LEE Tar: Let me give you a cup of tea. It’s quite warm still. 

Daisy: I should have thought you were rather old and fat to 
stoop so much. 

Lee Tar: Fortunately the windows are only covered with 
rice paper, so I was saved that inconvenience. 

[He hands her a cup of tea. She takes it and flings it at 
him. The teais splashed over his black robe. 

Daisy: Get out of here or I'll kill you. 

[He wipes his dress with a large silk pocket handkerchief. 

Lee Tai: You forget sometimes the manners that were 
taught you at that elegant school for young ladies in 
England. 

Daisy: I suppose you’ve come to crow over me. Well, 
crow. 

Lez Tar: I told you that I thought I should not have to wait 
very long. 

Daisy: [Scornfully.| You fool. Do you think it’s finished? 

Lez Tar: Did I not tell you that the white man’s love was 
weak and vacillating? 

Datsy: He’s going away for four months. Do you think 
that frightens me? He’s loved me for ten years. I’ve 
loved him for ten years. Do you think he can forget me 
in four months? He’ll come back. 

Lee Tar: Not to you. 

Datsy: Yes, yes, yes. And when he comes it’ll be for good. 
He’ll hunger for me as he hungered before. He’ll forget 
his scruples, his remorse, his stupid duties, because he’ll 
only remember me. 

Lee Tar: [Very quiet/y.| He’s going to be married to Miss 
Sylvia Knox. 


[Datsy springs at him and seizes him by the throat. 
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Daisy: That’s a lie. That’s a lie. Take it back. You pig. 

[He takes her hands and drags them away from his throat. 
He holds her fast. 

Lez Tar: Ask your mother. She knows. The Chinese all 
know. 

Darsy: [Cal/ng.] Amah, Amah. It’s a lie. How dare you? 

Lzz Tat: He told you he was going to an official dinner, but 
he didn’t tell you that as soon as he could get away he 
was going to play bridge at the Knoxes’. Pity you don’t 
play. They might have asked you too. 

[The AMAH comes in. 

AmaH: You call me, Daisy? 

Daisy: [Snatching her hands away.| Let me go, you fool. [To 
the AMAH.] He says George Conway is engaged to 
Harold Knox’s sister. It’s not true. 

AmaH: I no sabe. George’s boy say so. Knox the night 
before last at the club, he say to his friend, George 
Conway and my sister, they going to make a match of it. 

[A horrible change comes over Datsy’s face as all tts 
features become distorted with rage and jealousy. 

Datsy: The liar. 

[She stares in front of her, hatred, anger, and mortification 
seething in her heart. Then she gives a cruel malicious 
chuckle. She goes quickly to the Korean chest and 
flings it open. She takes out a parcel of letters, and 
crossing back swiftly to Len Tat thrusts them in his 
hands. 

Lez Tar: What is this? 

Daisy: They’re the letters he wrote me. Let them come into 
Harry’s hands. 

Lee Tar: Why? 

Datsy: So that Harry may know everything. 


Lee Tar: [After a moment’s thought.) And what will you do 
for me if I do this for your 
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Daisy: What you like. ... Only they must get to him 
quickly. George goes away the day after to-morrow. 


Lee Tar: Where is your husband? 

Darsy: Kalgan. 

Lez Tar: The letters shall reach him to-morrow morning. 
I’ll send them by car. 

Daisy: It’ll be a pleasant surprise for his breakfast. 

Lee Tar: Daisy, 


Daisy: Go quickly—or I shall change my mind. There'll be 
plenty of time for everything else after to-morrow. 


Lee Tar: Pl go. 
[Lez Tar goes ont. Datsy gives bim a look of contempt. 
Daisy: Fool. 
AmaH: What you mean, Daisy? 
Daisy: Harry will divorce me. Andthen.... 
[Darsy gives a little ery of triumph. 


FND OF SCENE VI 


SCENE VII 


ScENE: The sitting-room in the Andersons’ apartments. 


The scene is the same as Scene IV. Datsy and the AMAH. 
Daisy is walking restlessly backwards and forwards. 


Daisy: At what time does the train from Kalgan get in? 
AMAH: Five o’clock, my think so. 
Daisy: What time is it now? 

[The AMAH fakes a large gold watch out and looks at it. 
AmaAwH: My watch no walkee. 


Daisy: Why don’t you have it mended? What’s the good 
of a watch that doesn’t go? 


AmauH: Gold watch. Eighteen carats. Cost velly much 
money. Give me plenty face. 


Datsy: [Impatient/y.| Go and ask Wu what time it is. 


AmMAH: I know time. I tell by the sun. More better than 
European watch. I think half-past four maybe. 


Daisy: Why doesn’t George come? 

AmAH: Maybe he velly busy. 

Daisy: You gave him the note yourself? 

AMAH: Yes, I give him letter. 

Daisy: What did he say? 

AmAH: He no say nothing. He look: damn, damn. 
Daisy: Did you tell him it was very important? 
AMAH: I say, you come quick. Chop-chop. 
Daisy: Yes. 


AmAuH: I tell you before. Why you want me tell you again? 
He say he come chop-chop when he get away from office. 
202 
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Datsy: As if the office mattered now. I ought to have gone 
to him myself. 


AmaH: You no make him come more quick because you 
walk about. Why you no sit still? 


Daisy: The train’s never punctual. It'll take Harry at least 
twenty minutes to get out here. 


AMAH: Lee Tai... . 
Datsy: [Inderrupting.| Don’t talk to me of Lee Tai. Why on 
eatth should I bother about Lee Tai? 

[Wu comes in with a card. He gives it to Datsy. 
Datsy: Miss Knox. Say I’m not at home. 
Wu: Yes, Missy. 

[He 2s about to go out. 

Daisy: Stop. Is she alone? 


Wu: She ride up to gate with gentleman and lady. She say 
can she see you for two, three minutes. 


Daisy: [After a moment’s consideration.| Tell her to come in. 
[Wu goes out. 
Aman: What for you want to see her, Daisy? 
Daisy: Mind your own business. 
Aman: George come very soon now. 
Daisy: I shall get rid of her as soon as he does. . . . 
[Almost to herself.| I want to see for myself. 


[Sytv1a comes in. She wears a riding habit. Datsy greets 
her cordially. Her manner, which was restless, 
becomes on a sudden gay, gracious, and cordial. 

Daisy: O my dear, how sweet of you to come all this way. 

[The AMAH slips out. 

Syivia: I can only stop a second. I was riding with the 

Fergusons and we passed your temple. I thought Id 

just run in and see how you were. I haven’t seen you 
for an age. 


Daisy: Are the Fergusons waiting outside? 
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Sytvra: They rode on. They said they’d fetch me in five 
minutes. 

Daisy: [Swiling.] How did your bridge party go off last 
night? 

Sytvia: How on earth did you hear about that? Did Mr. 
Conway tell you? I wish you played bridge. We really 
had rather a lark. 

Datsy: George didn’t come in till late, I suppose? 

SyLvia: Oh no, he got away in fairly decent time. Where 
there’s a will there’s a way, you know, even at official 
functions. 

Daisy: [With a little Jaugh.] Oh, I know. I’m expecting him 
here in a minute. I hope you won’t have to go before 
he comes. 

Sytvia: Well, I saw him yesterday. I can live one day 
without seeing him. 

Daltsy: I wonder if he can live one day without seeing you. 

Syivia: Pm tolerably sure he can do that. 

Daisy: [As if she were merely teasing.| A little bird has 
whispered to me that there’s a very pretty blonde in 
Peking... 

SYLvia: [Interrupting.| Probably peroxide. 

Datsy: Not in this case. Who 1s not entirely indifferent to 
the Assistant Chinese Secretary at the British Legation. 

SyLvira: Fancy. 

Datisy: I suppose you haven’t an idea whom I’m talking 
about. 

SYLv1a: Not a ghost. 

Daisy: Then why do you blush to the roots of your hair? 

SyLv1a: I was outraged at your suggestion that my hair 
was dyed. 

Daisy: It’s too bad of me to tease you, isn’t it? 

Sytvia: I’m a perfect owl. You know what a tactless idiot 
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my brother is. He will chaff me about George Conway, 
so it makes me self-conscious when anybody talks about 
him. 

Daisy: Darling, it’s nothing to be ashamed of. Why 
shouldn’t you be in love with him. 

SYLVIA: [With a Jaugh.] But I’m not in love with him. 

Daisy: Why does your brother chaff you then? 

SYLVIA: Because he’s under the delusion that it’s funny. 

Daisy: But you do like him, don’t your 

SyLvia: Of course I like him. . . . I think he’s a very good 
sort. 

Daisy: Would you marry him if he asked you? 

Syivia: My dear, what are you talking about? The thought 
never entered my head. 

Daisy: Oh, what nonsense. When a man’s as attentive to 
a girl as George has been to you she can’t help asking 
herself if she’d like to marry him or not. 

SyLviaA: [Coldly, but still smiling.) Can’t she? I’m afraid I 
haven’t a close acquaintance with that sort of girl. 

Daisy: Am I being vulgar? You know, we half-castes are 
sometimes. 

Sytvia: [With a trace of impatience.| Of course you’re not 
vulgar. But I don’t know why you want to talk about 
something that’s absolute Greek to me. 

Daisy: The natural curiosity of the Eurasian. Everybody 
tells me that you’re engaged to George. 

Sytvia: Look at my hand. 

[She stretches out her left hand so that Datsy should see 
there is no ring on the fourth finger. Datsy stares at 
it for a moment. 

Daisy: You always used to wear an engagement ring. 

SyLv1A: [Gravely.] It was put on my finger by a poor boy 
who was killed. I meant to wear it always. 

Darsy: Why have you taken it off? 
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[She looks at Sytvia. She can no longer preserve her 
artificial gaiety and her voice is cold and hard. Before 
SYLVIA can answer GEORGE CONWAY comes in. 


Daisy: [Regaining with an effort her earlier sprightliness.| There 
you are at last. 


GerorGE: I couldn’t come sooner. I was with the Minister. 

Daisy: We were wondering why you were so late. 

SYLVIA: Daisy was wondering. 

GeorGE: [Shaking hands with Sytvia.] I thought that was 
your pony outside. 

Syivia: Clever. 

GeorGE: The Fergusons were just riding up as I came. 

Syiv1A: Oh, they’ve come to fetch me. I must bolt. 


GeEorGE: I’m afraid we kept you up till all sorts of hours 
last night. 


Sytvi1a: Not a bit. Do I look jaded? 

GrorGE: Of course not. You young things can stay up 
till three in the morning and be as fresh as paint. Wait 
till you’re my age. 

SyLvia: You haven’t passed your hundredth birthday yet, 
have your 

GerorGE: Not quite. But I’m old enough to be your father. 


Sytvia: I will not stay and listen to you talk rubbish. Good- 
bye, Daisy. Do come and see me one day this week. 


Daisy: Good-bye. 
GeorGE: Ill come and help you mount, shall Ir 
Sytv1aA: Oh no, don’t bother. Mr. Ferguson is there. 


GerorGE: Oh, all right. 
[She goes out. 


Daisy: [Her smiles vanishing, hostile and cold.| You might shut 
the door. 


GeorcGE: [Doing so.] I will. 
Daisy: Aren’t you going to kiss me? 
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GEORGE: Daisy. 

Daisy: [Haszs/y.] Oh no, it doesn’t matter. Don’t bother. 

GEORGE: You said you wanted to see me very importantly. 

Darsy: It’s kind of you to have come. 

GEORGE: [With an effort at ease of manner.| My dear child, 
what are you talking about? You must know that if 


there’s anything in the world I can do for you, I’m only 
too anxious to do it. 


Darsy: Is that girl in love with you? 

GerorGE: Good heavens, no. What put that idea in your 
mind? 

Daisy: The eyes in my head. 

GrorGe: What perfect nonsense. 

Daisy: Has it never occurred to you that she was in love 
with youp 

GEORGE: Never. 

Daisy: Why do you lie to me? I’ve been told that you 
were engaged to her. 

GrEorGE: That’s ludicrous. It’s absolutely untrue. 

Daisy: Yes, I think it is. At the first moment I believed it. 


And then I thought it over and I knew it couldn’t be 
true. I don’t think you’d do anything underhand. 


GEORGE: At all events, I shouldn’t do that. 

Darsy: In fairness to me or in fairness to her? 

GeorRGE: My dear Daisy, what do you mean? 

Daisy: Did you break with me yesterday so that you might 
be free to propose to her? 

GEORGE: No, I swear I didn’t. 

Daisy: Why are you so emphatic? 


GrorGE: O Daisy, what’s the good of tormenting yourself 
and tormenting me? You know I loved you just as 
much as you loved me. But I’m not like you. It was 
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a torture. I knew it was wrong and hateful. I couldn’t 
go on. 

Daisy: Do you think it would have seemed wrong and 
hateful if it hadn’t been for Sylvia? 

Grorce: Yes. 

Daisy: You don’t say that very convincingly. 

Georce: I do think it is because she is so loyal and good 
and straight that I saw so clearly what a cad I was. I 
think I found courage to do the only possible thing in 
her frankness and honesty. 


Daisy: I think you deceive yourself. Are you sure this 
admiration of yours for all her admirable qualities isn’t— 
love? 

GEORGE: My dear, I’m unfit to love her. 

Daisy: She doesn’t think so. If you asked her to marry 
you she’d accept. 


GeorGE: [Impatiently.| What nonsense. What in Heaven’s 
name made you think that? 


Darsy: I made it my business to find out. 


GeorGE: Well, you can set your mind at rest. I’m not going 


to ask her to marry me. 
[Te AMAH comes in. 


Aman: Five o’clock, Daisy. 


Daisy: Leave me alone. 
[The AMAH goes out. 


GEORGE: When does Harry come back? 

Darsy: [After a pause, in a strange, hoarse voice.| To-day. 

GerorGE: [Surprised at her tone and manner. Is anything the 
matter, Daisy? 

Datsy: I’m afraid I have some very bad news for you. 

GrorGE: [Start/ed.] Ohl! 


Datsy: You know those letters. I kept them locked in the 
box. Lee Tai was furious because I wouldn’t have 
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anything to do with him. Last night he broke open the 
box. He’s sent the letters to Harry. 

GxrorGE: [Overwhelmed.| My God! 

Daisy: ’'m awfully sorry. It wasn’t my fault. I couldn’t 
dream that there was any risk. 

GrEorGE: Was that why you sent for me? 

Datsy: Say you don’t hate me. 

GEORGE: Oh, poor Harry. 

Datsy: Don’t think of him now. Think of me. 

GrorGe: What do we matter now, you and I? We’re a pair 
of rotters. Harry is a white man through and through. 
He loved you, and he trusted me. 

Daisy: What are we going to do? 

GEORGE: Give me a minute. I’m all at sixes and sevens. 
It’s such a knock-out blow. 

Datsy: Harry will be here soon. His train’s due at five. 

GEorGE: We'll wait for him. 

Daisy: What? 

GeEorGeE: Did you think I was going to run away? I'll stay 
and face him. 

Datsy: He’ll kill you. 

GEorGE: [With anguish.] I wish to God he would. 

Daisy: O George, how can you be so cruel? Don’t you 
love me any more? I love you. George, what is to 
become of me if you desert me? 

GeorGE: Harry loves you so much and he loves me too. 
Heaven knows what sacrifices he’s not capable of. Oh, 
I’m so ashamed. 

Daisy: Why do you bother about him? He doesn’t count. 
He'll get over it. After all, what can he do? He can 
only divorce me, and perhaps we can get him to let 
me divorce him. 

GeEorRGE: Could you a//ow him to do that? 
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Dartsy: It means so little to a man. I don’t care, I was 
thinking of you. It would make it so much easier for 
you. 

[He gives her a quick look. He perceives the allusion 
to marriage. 

Daisy: George, George, you wouldn’t leave—leave me in 
the cart? 

GerorGE: Of course Ill marry you. 

Daisy: [Swiling now, loving and tender.) O George, we shall 
be so happy. And you know, some day I’m sure you'll 
think it’s better as it’s turned out. I hate all this deceit 
just as much as you do. Oh, it'll make such a difference 
when our love can be open and above-board. When I’m 
your wife you'll forget all that has tormented you. O 
George, I know we shall be happy. 

[AL this time GEORGE has been thinking deeply. 

GeorcE: How do you know that Lee Tai sent those 
wretched letters to Harry? 

Daisy: He sent me a message. He wasn’t satisfied with 
doing a dirty trick. He wanted me to know that he’d 
done it. 

GEORGE: How did he know you kept my letters there? 

Daisy: I told you I was reading them while I waited for 
you. He came in and I put them away. I suppose he 
suspected. It was very easy for him to get into the room 
after Amah and I went away. 

GeorGE: [Sarcastically.] Had you left the key of the box on 
the table? 

Daisy: What do you mean, George? I’d locked it up. Of 

' course I took the key with me. I suppose he broke it 
open. What does it matter? The harm’s done. 

GEORGE: How do you know Harry received the letters this 
morning? 

Datsy: Lee Tai said he would. 
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GeorGE: In Kalgan? 

Daisy: Yes. 

GEORGE: How did he know Harry was in Kalgan? 

Daisy: The Chinese know all one’s movements. 

GEORGE: They can’t do miracles. Harry was going up there 
unexpectedly on a private mission. The fellows in that 
company know very well how to keep their own counsel 


when it’s needful... . I imagine you were the only 
person in Peking who knew Harry was going to Kalgan. 


Datsy: [Casually.] Well, it appears I wasn’t. 
GrorGE: How do you suppose Lee Tai found out some- 


thing that Harry had particularly told you to keep quiet 
about? 


Daisy: How can I tell? He may have found out from the 
Amah, for all I know. 


GEORGE: Surely you hadn’t told her? 

Daisy: Of course not. She may have read the letter. She 
always does read my letters. 

GerorGE: Can she read English? 

Daisy: Enough to find out about other people’s business. 

GEORGE: Why should she have told Lee Tair 

Datsy: I suppose he bribed her. She’d do anything for a 
hundred dollars. 

GerorGE: Not if it would do you harm. 

Daisy: She’s not so devoted to me as all that. 

GEORGE: She’s your mother, Daisy. 

Datsy: [OQuickly.} How d’you know? 

GrorGE: Harry told me. 

Datsy: I thought he was too ashamed of it to do that. 


Grorce: [Persistently.] How did Lee Tai know that Harry 
was in Kalgan? 


Darsy: I tell you I don’t know. Why do you cross-examine 
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me? Good God, I’m harassed enough without that. 
What do you mean? 


[He seizes her wrists and draws ber violently to him. 
GezorGE: Daisy, did you send those letters to Harry yourself? 
Datsy: Never. Do you think I’m crazy? 
GeorGe: Did you give them to Lee Tai to send? 
Daisy: No. 


GeorGE: God damn you, speak the truth. I will have the 
truth for once in your life. 


[They stare at one another. He is stern and angry. She 
pulls herself together. She is fierce and defiant. She 
shakes herself free of him. 

Daisy: I gave them to Lee Tai. 

GeorGE: [Hiding his face with his hands.| My God! 

Daisy: He told me you were engaged to Sylvia. For a 
moment I believed it and gave him the letters. I hardly 
knew what I was doing. And now, even though I 
know it wasn’t true, I’m glad. I wish I’d done it long 
before. 

GEORGE: You fiend. 

Daisy: [Violently.] Do you think ’'m going to let you go so 
easily? Do you think I’ve done all I have, to let you 
marry that silly littl English girl 

GeorGE: [W7¢h anguish.| O Daisy, how could you? 

Daisy: Has it never struck you how you came to be 
wounded that night? It wasn’t you they wanted. It 
was Harry. 

GerorGE: I know. [Saddenly understanding.| Daisy. 

Daisy: Yes, I could do that. I only wish it had succeeded. 

GEORGE: I can’t believe it. 

Daisy: You’re mine, mine, mine, and [ll never let you go. 

GerorGE: [ With increasing violence.| Do you think I can ever 
look at you again without horror? In my heart I’ve 
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known always that you were evil. Ten years ago when 
I first loved you there was a deep instinct within that 
warned me. Even though my heart was breaking for 
love of you, I knew that you were truthless and cruel. 
I’ve loved you, yes, but all the time I’ve hated you. I’ve 
loved you, but with the baser part of me. All that was 
in me that was honest and decent and upright revolted 
against you. Always, always. This love has been a 
loathsome cancer in my heart. I couldn’t rid me of it 
without killing myself, but I abhorred it. I felt that I 
was degraded by the love that burned me. 


Daisy: What do I care so long as you love me? You can 
think anything you like of me. The fact remains that 
you love me. 

GeorGE: If you had no pity for Harry who raised you from 
the gutter and gave you everything he had to give, oh, 
if you’d loved me you’d have had mercy on me. What 
do you think our life can be together? Don’t you know 
what I shall be? Ruined and abject and hopeless. Do 
you think there’s much happiness for you there? 

Datsy: I shall have you. That’s all the happiness I want. 
I’d rather be wretched with you—oh, a thousand times— 
than happy with anyone else. 

GEORGE: [Wrathfully, trying to wound her.| You were tor- 
menting me just now because you were jealous of Sylvia. 
Do you know what I felt for her? It wasn’t love—at 
least not what you mean by love. I can never love 
anyone as I’ve loved you, and God knows I’m thankful. 
But I had such a respect for her. P’ve been so wretched, 
and she offered me peace. And I did think that some 
day when all this horror was over, if I could do some- 
thing to make myself feel clean again, I should go to 
her and, all unworthy, ask her if she would take me. 
And now the bitterest pang of all is to think that she 
must know what an unspeakable cad I’ve always been. 


[He has flung himself into a chair. He is ia despasr. 
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Datsy goes up to him, and falling on her knees beside 
him puts her arm round him. She is very tender. 


Datsy: O George, I can make you forget her so easily. You 
don’t know what my love can do. I know I’ve been 
horrible, but it’s only because I loved you. Ten years 
ago I was all that she is. Pm like clay in your hands and 
you can make me what you will. O George, say you 
forgive me. 

[In the caressing gestures of her hands as she tries to 
move him one of therm rests by chance on his coat pocket. 
She feels something hard. Ee moves slightly away. 

GEORGE: Take care. 

Daisy: What’s that in your pocket? 

GEORGE: It’s my revolver. Since my accident I’ve always 
carried it about with me. It’s rather silly, but the 
Minister asked me to. He said he’d feel safer. 


Daisy: O George, if you only knew the agony I suffered 
when you were brought in. The remorse, the fear. I 
thought I should go mad. 

GEORGE: [With a bitter chuck/e.| It must have been rather a 
sell for you. 

Daisy: Oh, you can laugh. I knew you’d forgive me. My 
darling. 

GeEorGE: I’m sorry for all the rough things I said to you, 
Daisy. I don’t blame you for anything. You only acted 
according to your lights. The only person J can blame 
is myself. It’s only reasonable that I should suffer the 
punishment. 

Daisy: My sweetheart. 

GerorGE: I suppose you know that I shall be quite ruined. 

Daisy: You'll have to leave the service. Does that really 
matter to you very much? 

GeEorGE: It was my whole life. 

Daisy: You'll get a job in the post office. With your 
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knowledge of the language they'll simply jump at you. 
It’s a Chinese service. It has nothing to do with 
Europeans. 

GerorGE: Do you think the postmaster in a small Chinese 
city is a very lucrative position? 

Daisy: What does money matter? If ’'d wanted money I 
could have got all I wanted from Lee Tai. We can do 
with so little. You don’t know what a clever house- 
keeper I am. 

GEORGE: [In a level, dead voice.| Pm sure you’re wonderful. 


Daisy: We'll go to some city where there are no foreigners. 
And we shall be together always. We'll have a house 
high up on the bank and below us the river will flow, 
flow endlessly. 

GEORGE: You seem to have got it all mapped out. 

Daisy: If you only knew how often Pve dreamed of it. O 
George, I want rest and peace too. I’m so tired. I want 
endless days to rest in. [W/7th a puygled look at him.| What 
is the matter? You look so strange. 

GerorGE: | With a weary sigh.| | was thinking of all the things 
you’ve been saying to me. 

Daisy: If you think it'll be easier for you if you don’t marry 
me, you need not. I don’t care anything about that. 
Pll be your mistress and Pll lie hidden in your house so 
that no one shall know I’m there. J’ll live like a Chinese 
woman. Tl be your slave and your plaything. I want 
to get away from all these Europeans. After all, China 
is the land of my birth and the land of my mother. China 
is crowding in upon me; I’m sick of these foreign clothes. 
I have a strange hankering for the ease of the Chinese 
dress. You’ve never seen me in it? 

GEORGE: Never. 

Daisy: [With a smile.| You’d hardly know me. Ill be a little 
Chinese girl living in the foreignet’s house. Have you 
ever smoked opium? 
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Grorce: No. [She takes the AMAn’s Jong pipe in ber hands.) 
Whom does that belong to? 

Darsy: It’s Amah’s. One day you shall try and I'll make 
your pipes for you. Lee Tai used to say that no one 
could make them better than I. 


GrorGE: However low down the ladder you go, there’s 
apparently always a rung lower. 

Datsy: After you’ve smoked a pipe or two your mind grows 
extraordinarily clear. You have a strange facility of 
speech and yet no desire to speak. All the puzzles of 
this puzzling world grow plain to you. You are tranquil 
and free. Your soul is gently released from the bondage 
of your body, and it plays, happy and careless, like a 
child with flowers. Death cannot frighten you, and 
want and misery are like blue mountains far away. You 
feel a heavenly power possess you and you can venture 
all things because suffering cannot touch you. Your spirit 
has wings and you fly like a bird through the starry 
wastes of the night. You hold space and time in the 
hollow of your hand. Then you come upon the dawn, 
all pearly and grey and silent, and there in the distance 
like a dreamless sleep, is the sea. 

GEORGE: You are showing me a side of you I never knew. 

Daisy: Do you think you know me yet? I don’t know 
myself. In my heart there are secrets that are strange 
even to me, and spells to bind you to me, and enchant- 
ments so that you will never weary. 

[A pause. 

GerorGE: [Standing up.] Pll go and get myself a drink. After 
all these alarums and excursions I really think I deserve it. 

Daisy: Amah will bring it to you. 

GzorGE: Oh, it doesn’t matter. I can easily fetch it myself. 
The whisky’s in the dining-room, isn’t it? 

Daisy: I expect so. 

[He goes out. Datsy goes over to a chest which stands 
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in the room and throws it open. She takes out the 
Manchu dress which Harry once gave her and handles 
it smilingly. She holds up in both her hands the 
sumptuous headdress. There is the sound of a door 
being locked. Daisy puts down the headdress and 
looks at the door inquiringly. 

Datsy: [With a little smile.] What are you locking the door 
for, George? [The words are hardly out of her mouth before 
there is a report of a pistol shot. Daisy gives a shriek and 
rushes towards the door.| George! George! What have 
you done? [She beats frantically on the door.) Let me in. 
Let me in. Georgel 

[The AMAH comes running from the courtyard. 


Aman: What’s the matter? I hear shot. 
Daisy: Send the boys, quick. We must break down this 
door. 


Amau: I send the boys away. I no want them here when 
Harry come. 


Daisy: George! George! Speak to me. [She beats violently 
on the door.| Oh, what shall I do? 


AMAH: Daisy, what’s the matter? 
Daisy: He’s killed himself sooner—sooner than... 
Aman: [Aghast.] Ohl 


[Daisy staggers back into the room. 
Daisy: O my God! 


[She sinks down on the floor. She beats the floor with her 
fist. The Aman looks at her for a moment, then with 
quick. determination seizes her shoulder. 


Aman: Daisy, Harry come soon. 


Daisy: [With a violent gesture.| Leave me alone. What do I 
care if Harry comes? 


AMAH: You no can stay here. Come with me quick. 
Daisy: Go away. Damn you. 
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Aman: [Stern and decided.) Don’t you talk foolish now. You 
come. Lee Tai waiting for you. 

Darsy: [With sudden suspicion.] Did you know this was going 
to happen? George! George! 


AMAH: Harry will kill you if he find you here. Come 
with me. 
| There is a knocking at the outer gate. 


AmaAu: There he is. Daisy! Daisy! 
Darsy: Don’t torture me. 


AmMAH: I bolt that door. He no get in that way. He must 
come round through temple. You come quick and I 
hide you. We slip out when he safe. 

Daisy: [With scornful rage.) Do you think I’m frightened of 
Harry? 

AmAH: He come velly soon now. 


[Daisy raises herself to her feet. .A strange look comes 
over her face. 


Daisy: The day has come. The jungle takes back its own. 
Bolt that door. 
[The AMAH runs to it and slips the bolt. 


AMAH: What you do, Daisy? 

[Daisy goes to the Manchu clothes and takes them up. 

Datsy: Help me to put these on. 

Aman: What you mean, Daisy? 

Daisy: Curse you, do as I tell you. 

Amau: I think you crazy. [Datsy s/ips into the long skirt and 
the AMAH helps her into the coat. In the middle of her dressing 
Daisy staggers.| Daisy! 

Datsy: [Recovering herself.} Don’t be a fool. I’m all right. 

AMAH: [In @ terrified whisper.) There’s Harry. 

Datsy: Give me the headdress. 

Harry: [Ox¢side.] Open the door. 

Datsy: Be quick. 
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AmAH: I no understand. I think you crazy. 
[The knocking is repeated more violently. 
Harry: [Shousing.| Daisy! Amah! Open the door. If you 
don’t open I'll break it down. 


[Daisy zs ready. She slips on to the pallet and sits in 
the Chinese fashion. 


Daisy: Go to the door. Open when I tell you. 


[There is by Datsy’s side a box in which are the paints 
and pencils the Chinese lady uses to make up her face. 
Daisy opens it. She takes out a hand mirror. 
Harry: Who’s there? Open, I tell you. Open. 


[Daisy puts rouge on her cheeks. She takes a black 
pencil and touches her eyebrows. She gives them a 
slight slant so that she looks on a sudden absolutely 
Chinese. 
Daisy: Open. 


Harry: Daisy. [He comes forward impetuously and then on a 
sudden stops. He is taken aback. Something, he knows not 
what, comes over him and he feels helpless and strangely weak.] 
Daisy, what does it mean? These letters. [He takes them 
out of his pocket, and thrusts them towards her. She takes 
no notice of him.| Daisy, speak to me. I don’t understand. 
[He staggers towards her with outstretched hands. He throws 
himself on his knees and buries his face in the skirt of ber 
dress.] O Daisy, for God’s sake say it isn’t true. 


[He bursts into a storm of sobs. Motionless she contem- 
plates in the glass the Chinese woman of the reflection. 


THE END 
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The action takes place at Gatley Elouse, Mrs. Tabret’s residence, 
near London. 


THE SACRED FLAME 
THE FIRST ACT 


ScENE: The drawing-room at Gatley House. It is a large easy 
room furnished comfortably in rather an old-fashioned way, 
with spacious chairs covered in faded chintz, great bowls of 
flowers, English china, Victorian water colours and photo- 
graphs in silver frames. It is the drawing-room of an elderly 
lady who has furnished it in the way she has since ber childhood 
known a drawing-room furnished. An interior decorator has 
never been inside the door. No stranger entering it would cry, 
How lovely! but if he were sensitive to his surroundings he 
might think it a very good room to eat muffins in for tea and 
be would slip his hand behind the cushions on the sofa in the 
certainty that he would find fat little lavender bags in the 
corners. 


It is now the height of June, the weather is very fine, and the French 
windows that lead into the garden are wide open. Through 
them you see the starry radiant night. 


When the curtain rises, tt discovers MAURICE and MRS. T'ABRET, 
NursE WAYLAND, and Dr. HARVESTER. Mrs. TABRET 
is working at her tapestry. She is a slim, small, grey-haired 
lady, with a gentle manner, but her face is determined; it has 
a ravaged look as though fate had borne her many a blow, 
but also a serenity that suggests that she has found in herself 
the character and the courage to put up a good fight. She is 
dressed in semi-evening dress, in black. Nurse WAYLAND 
is reading a book. She is a girl of twenty-seven or so, handsome 
rather than pretty, with fine eyes, a little sullen, perhaps, and 
in ber expression the hungry, somewhat pathetic look that some 
women have at her age. She is dressed not in uniform, but in 
a pretty, simple frock that sets off her fine figure. 
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Dr. HARVESTER afd Maurice are playing chess. Dr. Har- 
VESTER is the family doctor; he is a_youngish man, fresh- 
complexioned and of an open countenance, fair, clean and 
amiable. He wears a dinner jacket. Maurice is /ying on 
an invalid bed, in pyjamas and a bed-jacket. He is trim and 
neat, with bis hair close-cropped and bis face fresh-shaven; 
he has a handsome head and his manner is cheerful and even 
hearty; but he is very thin, his cheeks are pale and hollow, and 
his dark eyes look enormous. But they are constantly smiling. 
He gives no sign of being sorry for himself. 

There is a pause while the doctor considers the situation. 


Maurice: | With good-bumoured sarcasm.| Speed is the essence 
of this game, old boy! 

Harvester: Don’t let the brute bully me, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tasrer: [S/ing.]| I think you’re quite capable of 
taking care of yourself, Doctor. 

Maurice: If you moved your bishop you’d make things a 
bit awkward for me. 

Harvester: [Imperturbably, considering the game.| When 1 
want your advice, I'll ask for it. 

Maurice: Mother, is that the way respectable general prac- 
titioners talked to their patients in the days of your 
far-distant youth? 

Mrs. TABRET: How on earth do you expect poor Nurse 
Wayland to read when you never for an instant hold 
your tongue? I can’t even hear myself tatting. 

Nurse: [Looking up for an instant, with a pleasant smile.| I 
don’t mind, Mrs. Tabret, don’t bother about me. 

Maurice: After listening to my sprightly conversation for 
nearly five years Nurse Wayland pays no more attention 
to me than if I were a deaf mute. 

Mrs. Tasret: [Dry/y.] Who can blame her? 

Maurice: [Cheeri/y.] Even when pain and anguish wring 
my brow and I swear like fifty thousand troopers I 
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never manage to bring the blush of shame to her maiden 
cheek. 

Nurse: [Siling.] I know it’s exasperating. 

Maurice: It’s worse than that, Nurse. It’s inconsiderate. It 
would relieve me to see you blench with horror and 
smother a sob of mortification in an adhesive bandage. 
. . . Watch the Doctor, he’s about to move. Be very 
careful, old boy, the position is fraught with danger. 

HARVESTER: [Moving a piece.] ’m going to move my knight. 

Maurice: What would you say if I gave that pawn a little 
push and murmured check? 

Harvester: I should say it was your right, but I should 
think it a trifle vulgar. 

Maurice: Do you know what I’d do now in your place? 

Harvester: No, I don’t. 

Maurice: Id catch my foot in the leg of the table and kick it 
over accidentally. That’s the only way you can save your- 
self from getting the worst hiding I’ve ever given you. 

Harvester: [Moving a piece.| Go to the devil. 

Maurice: Oh, you do that, do your <All right. 

[Axice, the maid, comes in. 

Autce: If you please, ma’am, Major Liconda wants to know 
if it’s too late for him to come in and have a drink. 

Maurice: Of course not. Where is he? 

Autce: He’s at the door, sir. 

Mrs. TaBreT: Ask him to come in. 

ALICE: Very good, ma’am. 

[She goes out. 

Maurice: You know him, don’t you, old boy? 

Harvester: No, I’ve never met him. He’s the fellow who’s 
just taken that furnished house on the golf links, 
isn’t he? 

Mrs. Tasret: Yes. I knew him years ago in India. That’s 
why he came here. 
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Mauricr: He was one of Mother’s numerous admirers. I 
understand that she treated him very badly. 

Harvester: I can well believe it. Does he still cherish a 
hopeless passion for you, Mrs. Tabret? 

Mrs. Tasret: [Taking the chaff in good part.| 1 don’t know at 
all, Dr. Harvester. You’d better ask him. 

HARVESTER: Is he a soldier? 

Maurice: No, he was a policeman. He’s just retired. He’s 
a very good chap, and I believe he’s rather a good golfer. 
Colin has played with him two or three times. 

Mrs. Tasret: I’d asked him to dine to-night so that Maurice 
could get a game of bridge, but he couldn’t come. 

[Axrice comes in followed by Major LICONDA, and, when 
she has announced him, goes out. 

Aurce: Major Liconda. 

[He és a tallish, middle-aged man, with grey hair and a 
sunburnt face, spare of build, active and alert. He 
wears a dinner jacket. 

Mrs. TAsret: [Shaking hands with him.) How d’you do? How 
very nice of you to look in. 


Liconpa: I was on my way home and saw that your lights 
were on, so I thought I’d just ask if anyone would like 
to give me a doch-an-dorris. 


Mrs. Tasret: Help yourself. [W7th a gesture of the head.] The 
whisky’s on the table. 


LiconDA: [Going over to it and pouring himself out a drink.) 
Thank you. How are you, Nurse? 


Nurse: How do you dor 

Liconpa: And the patient? 

Maurice: [Ligh¢/y.] Bearing up pretty well considering all 
he has to put up with. 

Liconpa: [Swz/ing.] You're in your usual high spirits. 

Maurice: I have much to be thankful for, as the lady said 
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when her husband was run over by a motor bus just 
as he was stepping out of the office after insuring his 
life. 


Harvester: [Laughing.] You fool, Maurice. 
Mrs. Tasret: I don’t think you know Dr. Harvester. 


[The two men shake hands. 
HARVESTER: How d’you do? 


Liconpa: Mrs. Tabret tells me you’re a very good doctor. 


Harvester: I take great pains to impress the fact on my 
patients. 


Maurice: His only serious fault is that he thinks he can 
play chess. 


Liconpa: Don’t let me disturb your game. 
Maurice: It’s finished. 


Harvester: Not at all. I have three possible moves. 
[Making one.] What do you say to that? 


Maurice: Mate, you poor fish. 

HARVESTER: Damn. 

Mrs. TABRET: Have you beaten him? 

Maovricez: Hollow. 

Nurse: Shall I put the chess things away? 

Maurice: If you wouldn’t mind. 

[She takes the board and the chessmen and puts them 
away, while the conversation proceeds. 

Liconpa: I won’t keep you up. Pll just swallow my drink 
and take myself off. I really only came to say I was 
sorry I couldn’t come to dinner. 

Maurice: There’s no hurry, you know. I’m not going to 
bed for hours. 

Mrs. TABRET: We're really waiting up for Stella and Colin. 
They’ve gone to the opera. 

Liconpa: I’m a night owl. I never go to bed till I can 
help it. 
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Maurice: You’re the man for my money. 

HARVESTER: I’ve got a day’s work before me. Pll just have 
a drop of Scotch to assuage the pangs of defeat and then 
I must run. 

Maurice: Let’s send the rest of them off to bed, Major, and 
have a good old gossip by ourselves. 

Liconpa: I’m willing. 

Mrs. TasreEt: If you really want to stay up, Maurice, let 
Nurse Wayland get you ready and then you'll only just 
have to slip into bed, and Colin can help you. 


Maurice: All right. What do you say to that, Nurse? 

Nurse: Well, it’s just as you like. Pm quite prepared to 
stay up until Mrs. Maurice comes in. [ll put you to 
bed after you’ve said good night to her. 


Maurice: No, come on. You’re looking tired. 

Mrs. TABRET: You are looking a little peaked, Nurse. I 
think it’s nearly time you had another holiday. 

Nurse: Oh, I don’t want a holiday for months. 

Maurice: Put your shoulder to the wheel, Nurse, and gently 
trundle the wounded hero to his bedchamber. 

Harvester: Shall I come and help? 

Maurice: Not on your life. It’s bad enough to be messed 
about by one person. I don’t want a crowd, damn it. 

HARVESTER: Sorry. 

Maurice: I shall only be ten minutes. 

[Nurse WayLAaND wheels out the bed and closes the 
doors behind her. 

Liconpa: She seems a very nice woman, that nurse. 

Mrs. TABRET: Yes. She’s extremely competent. And I must 
say she’s very gentle and kind. Her patience is really 
wonderful. 

Liconpa: You’ve had her ever since poor Maurice crashed, 
haven’t you? 
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Mrs. Tasret: Oh, no. We had three or four before she 
came. All more or less odious. 

HARVESTER: She’s a rattling good nurse. I think you’re 
lucky to have got her. 

Mrs. Tasret: I’m sure we are. The only fault I have to 
find with her is that she’s so very reserved. There’s 
nothing come-hither about her. Except for her month’s 
holiday every August she’s been with us all day and 
every day for nearly five years, and I only just know 
that her name’s Beatrice. She calls the boys Mr. Maurice 
and Mr. Colin, and Stella she calls Mrs. Maurice. She 
seems to be always a little on her guard. She certainly 
doesn’t encourage familiarity. 


Harvester: I can’t imagine skylarking with her at a Sunday- 
school treat, I must admit. 

Mrs. Tasrer: And of course she’s a little tactless. It never 
seems to occur to her that Maurice wants to be alone 
with his wife. Poor lamb, he has so little. He likes to 
say good night to Stella the last thing and he likes to say 
it without anyone looking on. That’s why he’s staying 
up now. 

Liconpa: Poor old boy. 

Mrs. TABRET: He can’t bear the thought of going to sleep 
without kissing her. And Nurse Wayland always seems 
to find something to do just that last moment. He 
doesn’t want to hurt her feelings by sending her out of 
the room, and he’s terrified of being thought sentimental, 
so he uses every sort of trick and device to get her out 
of the way. 


HarVESTER: But, good Lord, why don’t you tell her? After 
all, there’s no reason why a man shouldn’t kiss his wife 
good night if he wants to. 

Mrs. Tasrer: She’s terribly sensitive. Haven’t you noticed 


how often rather tactless people are? They’ll stamp on 
your toes and then when you tuck them up out of 
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harm’s way they’re so offended you feel quite miserable 
about it. 

Liconpa: I suppose Maurice is absolutely dependent upon 
her? 

Mrs. Tasret: Absolutely. All sorts of rather unpleasant 
things have to be done for him, poor dear, and he can’t 
bear that anyone should know about them. Especially 
Stella. 

HarvEsTerR: Yes, I’ve discovered that. He doesn’t want 
Stella to have anything to do with his illness. 

Liconpa: [To HarvesTer.] Is there really no chance of his 
getting better? 

HARVESTER: I’m afraid not. 

Mrs. TABRET: It’s a miracle that he’s alive at all. 

Harvester: He was terribly smashed up, you know. The 
lower part of his spine was broken and the plane caught 
fire and he was badly burnt. 

LICONDA: It was rotten bad luck. 

Mrs. Tasret: And when you think that he was flying all 
through the war and never even had a mishap. It seems 
so silly that this should happen just when he was trying 
a new machine. It was so unexpected. 

Liconpba: It seems such a pity he didn’t stop flying when he 
married. 

Mrs. TAsBRET: It’s easy to say that now. 

HARVESTER: He was a born flyer. Fellows have told me that 
he seemed to have a sort of instinct for it. 

Mrs. Tasrer: It was the one thing he was interested in. He 
wouldn’t have given it up for anything in the world. 
And he was so good at it, it never occurred to me that 
he could have an accident, he always felt so safe. 


Liconpa: I’ve been told he was absolutely fearless. 


HARVESTER: And you know, the strange thing is this, he’s 
just as much interested in it all as he ever was. He 
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follows all the important flights and the tests and so on. 
If anyone does a new stunt he’s full of it. 

Liconpa: His courage amazes me. He never seems low or 
depressed. 

Mrs. Tasret: Never. His spirits are wonderful. It’s one of 
the most anguishing things I know to see him, when he’s 
in pain and there are beads of sweat on his brow, force 
a joke from his lips. 

HarvEsTeEr: I’m sorry to think Colin 1s going away so soon, 
Mrs. Tabret. I think his being here has done Maurice 
a lot of good. 

Mrs. Tasret: When they were boys they were always g'reat 
friends, and you know brothers aren’t always. 

Liconpa: They’re not, indeed. 

Mrs. Tasret: And Colin has been away so long. He went 
to Central America just before Maurice crashed, you 
know. 

Liconpa: Well, has he got to go back? 

Mrs. TaBret: He put all his share of his father’s money in 
a coffee plantation and it’s doing very well. He loves 
the life out there and it seems cruel to ask him to give 
it up to help us to look after his crippled brother. 

Harvester: I think it would be very unfair. One has no 
right to ask anyone to give up his own chance of making 
the best he can of life. 

Mrs. TaBret: [With a dry smile.| At all events with the 
young one may ask, but the likelihood of their consenting 
is very slight. 

HARVESTER: Not at all, Mrs. Tabret. The country is full 
of desiccated females who’ve given up their lives to 
taking care of an invalid mother. 

Liconpa: When I was at Bath a little while ago I saw a 
good many couples like that, and to tell you the truth I 
sometimes wondered why the daughters didn’t murder 
their mothers. 
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Harvester: They often do. Every doctor will tell you that 
he’s had a case where he has a strong suspicion that some 
old woman who lived too long has been poisoned by 
her relatives. But he takes jolly good care not to say 
anything about it. 

Liconpa: Why? 

HARVESTER: Oh, it’s rotten for a man’s practice. Nothing 
can do you so much damage as to be mixed up in a 
murder case. 

Mrs. Tasret: I’ve often pondered over the problem of the 
woman like myself who is no longer young and suffers 
from indifferent health. I’m not sure if the best way of 
dealing with us wouldn’t be to do as some African tribes 
do. Ata certain age take us to the river’s brim and push 
us gently but firmly in. 

Liconpa: [With a smile.| What happens if they swim? 


Mrs. Tasret: The family is prepared for that. They stand 
on the banks with brickbats and take pot shots at their 
struggling but aged grandmother. It discourages her 
efforts to get out. 


[NursE WayYLAND opens the door and the Doctor, 
Letting up, helps her to wheel back the bed on which 
MAvRICE 7s /ying. 

Maurice: Here we are again. I’m all fixed up and ready 
for any excitement. What about a tune on the gramo- 
phone? 

HARVESTER: I must go. 

Mrs. Tasret: And Nurse Wayland should go to bed. 


Norse: Pll just gather my things together and say good 
night. Are you sure Mrs. Maurice and your brother 
won’t go and have supper after the opera? 


Maurice: I’m sure they will. I particularly told Stella she 
was to have a real bust. It’s not often she goes on the 
loose, poor dear. 
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Nourse: Then they won’t be home till four. 

Maurice: Does that mean you disapprove of my staying up, 
you hard and brutal woman? 

Nurse: Doesn’t Dr. Harvester? 

HARVESTER: Very much. But I’m aware that Maurice has 
no intention of going to sleep till he knows his wife is 
safely home again, and my theory is that it only does 
people good now and then to do what they shouldn’t. 

LiconpA: That is the kind of doctor for me. 

HARVESTER: Hurry up and get a nice long lingering illness, 
will you, so that I can put down a hard court in my 
garden. 

Liconpa: [ll see what I can do about it. 

Maurice: [Pricking up his ears.| What’s that? 

Mrs. Taspret: What, Maurice? 

Maurice: I thought I heard a car. Yes, by jove. It’s Stella. 
I’d know the sound of that car in a thousand. 

[Now the sound of a car driving up is almost distinct. 

Liconpa: Do you mean to say you can hear from this 
distance? 

Maurice: You bet your life I can. That’s the family bus. 
Now just stay a minute and see Stella, Doctor. She’s 
got her best bib and tucker on and she’s a sight for 
sore eyes. 

LiconpaA: What were they giving at the opera to-night? 

Norse: Tristan. 

Maurice: That’s why I insisted on Stella’s going. It was 
after Tristan that we got engaged. D’you remember, 
Mother? 

Mrs. Tasret: Of course I do. 

Maurice: We'd all been to hear it and then we went on 
to supper. I drove Stella round Regent’s Park in a 
little two-seater I had then and I swore I’d go on driving 
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round and round till she promised to marry me. Tristas 
had given her such an appetite that by the time we 
were half-way around the second time, she said, oh, hell, 
if I must either marry you or die of starvation I’d sooner 
matty you. 

HARVESTER: Is there a word of truth in this story, Mrs. 
Tabret? 

Mrs. Tasret: I don’t know. They were both as mad as 
hatters in those days. All I know is that the rest of us 
had only just ordered our supper when they came in 
looking like a pair of cats who’d swallowed a canary 
and said they were engaged. 

[The door is opened and STELLA comes in, followed by 
her brother-in-law, CouIn Tasrer. STELLA #5 
twenty-eight and beautiful. She is wearing an evening 
dress and an opera cloak. Coutn, a tall, dark, 
handsome fellow in the early thirties, is in full evening 
dress, long coat and white tie. 

MAvRICE: Stella. 

STELLA: Darling. Have you missed me? 


[She goes over to him and lightly kisses him on the 
forehead. 

Maurice: Why are you back already, you wretched girl 
You promised me to go and have supper. 

STELLA: I was so thrilled and excited by the opera. I felt I 
simply couldn’t eat a thing. 

Maurice: Hang it all, you might have gone to Lucien’s 
and had a dance or two and a bottle of bubbly! What’s 
the good of my spending the eyes of my head on buying 
you a new dress when you won’t let anyone see it. [To 
Ticonpa.] She said it was too dressed up to go to the 
opera in, but I exercised my marital authority amd made 
her. 

STELLA: Darling, I wanted to show it off in the intervals, 
but I hadn’t the nerve and I kept my cloak on. 
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Maurice: Well, take it off now and show the gentlemen. 
The only way I managed to get them to stay was by 
promising to let them have a look at your new dress 
when you came home. 


STELLA: What nonsense. As if Major Liconda or Dr. 
Harvester knew one frock from another. 


Maurice: Don’t be so damned contemptuous of the male 
sex, Stella. Take off your cloak and let’s have a good 
look at you. 


STELLA: You brute, Maurice, you’ve made me feel shy now. 
[She ss sitting on the end of bis bed and slips off her cloak. 


MAuRICE: Stand up. 


[She hesitates a moment and then, still holding the cloak 
about her hips, stands up. She lets it fall to her feet. 


Harvester: It’s lovely. 
[She staggers a little and smothers a cry. 

Maurice: Halloa, what’s the matter? 

[Coun catches her and helps ber to a chair. 
STELLA: It’s nothing. I feel so frightfully faint. 
Mrs. TAsBret: Oh, my dear. 
Maurice: Stella. 

[The Nurse and the Docror go up to ber. 
HARVESTER: It’s all right, Maurice. Don’t fuss. [To STELLA.] 

Put your head down between your legs. 


[He puts his hand on her neck to force her head down. 
NursE WayLAND puts her hands to her side as 
though to support her. But STELLA pushes her away. 


STELLA: No, don’t. Don’t come near me. I shall be all 
right again in a minute. It’s silly of me. 

Maurice: I’m sorry, darling. It was my fault. 

STELLA: It’s nothing. I feel better already. 


Mrs. Tasret: My own belief is that she’s just faint from 
lack of food. At what time did you dine? 
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Coun: We didn’t dine. We just had some caviar and half 
a bottle of pop before the opera. 

Mrs. TasreT: You are a ridiculous pair. 

STELLA: I enjoy Wagner so much more on an empty 
stomach. I’m really quite all right now. 

Mrs. TABRET: Nurse, would you mind going to the kitchen 
and seeing if you can find anything for these silly young 
things to eat? 

Norse: Of course not. There ought to be some ham. ll 
make them some sandwiches. 

Mrs. TaBret: Colin can get a bottle of champagne out of 
the cellar. 

Cottw: All right, Mother. Is there any ice in the house? 
I’ve got a thirst I wouldn’t sell for twenty pounds. 

[He opens the door for NuRSE WAYLAND and they both 
£0 ont. 

Liconpa: Well, Pll say good-bye. [To Srexya.] I’m sorry 
you’re feeling poorly. 

STELLA: I shall be all right when I’ve had something to eat. 
I think Mrs. Tabret is quite right. What I want is a 
large ham sandwich with a lot of mustard on it. 

Maurice: You’re looking better, you know. Just for a 
moment you were as white as a sheet. 

Liconpa: Good-bye. 

Mrs. TasBret: Good-bye. It was so nice of you to look in. 

[He goes out. 


HARVESTER: I'll just stay a moment or two longer if you 
don’t mind. I don’t trust these young women who don’t 
feed themselves properly. 


[Mrs. Taprer gives MAURICE and STELLA a glance. 
She knows they want to have a moment to themselves. 


Mrs. Tasret: [To Dr. HarvesTer.] Let’s take a turn in the 
garden, shall we? It’s so warm and lovely. 
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Harvester: Come on. And I hope Nurse Wayland has the 
sense to cut a sandwich for me, too. 


[The Docror and Mrs. TaBRer go out. As soon as 
they are alone STELLA goes over to her husband and 
gives him a long, loving kiss on the lips. He puts bis 
arm round her neck. 


Maurice: Darling. 


[She releases herself and sitting down on the bed holds one of 
his thin, sick hands. 


STELLA: I’m sorry I made such a fool of myself. 


Maurice: You scared the life out of me, you little beast. 
Why didn’t you go on to some place and have a bite 
before you came home? 


STELLA: I didn’t want to. I wanted to get back. 


Maurice: Will you give me your word of honour that you 
didn’t go on to dance because you thought I should be 
waiting up for you? 

STELLA: Don’t be an old silly. You know that I love to 
think you want me back so much. You don’t imagine I 
care a hang about dancing. 

Maurice: You little liar. How can anyone dance as well as 
you without being crazy about it? You’re the best 
dancer I ever danced with. 

STELLA: Oh, but you know how one changes. All the 
dances are different now, and after all I’m not so young 
as I was either. 

Maurice: You’re twenty-eight. You’re only a girl. You 
ought to be having the time of your life. Oh, my dear, it 
is rotten for you. 

STELLA: Oh, darling, don’t. You mustn’t think that. Don’t 
imagine for a moment that I’ve given up a thing that 
meant anything to me. 

Maurice: You must allow me to have my own opinion. 
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Anyhow it’s been a snip having old Colin here. It’s 
damned well forced you to go out. 


STgeLtLaA: Darling, you talk as though I was shut up like a 
nun. I’m always going out. I see all the plays. 


Maurice: Yes, at matinées with my mother. She’s a dear 
old thing, but she’s not precisely exhilarating. After all, 
when one’s young one wants to be with young people. 
One wants to say and do all sorts of things that seem 
merely silly to the elderly. They smile indulgently 
because they have the tolerance of wise old people. 
Damn it all, one doesn’t want their indulgence. One 
wants to play the fool because one’s young. And it’s 
wise for the young to be rather foolish. 

STELLA: My dear, you mustn’t be epigrammatic. They tell 
me it’s so out of date. 

Maurice: I was hoping you’d dance till your feet were 
dropping off and then go for a spin in the moonlight. 
Do you remember, we did that once one night and we 
had breakfast at a pub on the river in our evening things. 
What a lark! 

STELLA: We were a pair of lunatics in those days. I was 
much too tired to do anything like that. I only wanted to 
get home. 

Maurice: The honest fact is that you’ve lost the habit of 
going ona binge. 

STELLA: I don’t want to go ona binge if you can’t come with 
me. 

Mavrice: That is perfectly idiotic of you, my poor child. 
I wish that silly ass Colin weren’t going away so soon. 


STELLA: He only came home for six months and he’s stayed 
nearly a year. 

Maurice: You promised you’d try to persuade him to stay 
on for a bit. 

STELLA: He must get back to his work. 
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Maurice: Why can’t he sell his old plantation and settle 
down here? 


STELLA: He’d be a fish out of water in England. When a 
man’s got used to the sort of life he’s lived out there it’s 
frightfully difficult for him to settle down in an office or 
something like that. 


Maurice: I suppose it is really. I should have hated it, too. 
I wasn’t really thinking of myself, and Mother must be 
used to having a pair of useless sons by now. I was 
thinking of you. 

STELLA: I’m quite capable of thinking of myself, darling. 
I’m a very selfish woman. 


Maurice: My poor child, you mustn’t think because I’ve 
got a broken back I’m a drivelling imbecile. 


STELLA: How can I think anything else when I see you 
fussing like an old hen with an only chick because you 
imagine I may be having a rather thin time? I’m not 
having a thin time. You never try to prevent me from 
doing anything I want to. No one could be more 
considerate than you are. I’m busy all day long and the 
days just fly past. I don’t know what it is to be bored. 
Why, I haven’t time for half the things I want to do. 


Maurice: Yes, you’re wonderful. ... You’ve always 
been wonderful. You’ve made the best of a bad job, all 
right. I’ve had to. But why should you? Resignation. 
I’ve had to set my teeth and learn it. But what has a girl 
like you to do with resignation? 

STELLA: Oh, darling, don’t talk like that. You mustn’t 
think such things. I married you because I loved you. 
What a foul brute I should be if I stopped loving you 
now that you want my love more than ever. 

Maurice: Oh, my dear, we can’t love because we ought to. 
Love comes and goes and we can none of us help our- 
selves. 

STELLA: [With a sharp look at him.) Maurice, what do you 
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mean? [She Jooks away.] Has there been anything in my 
behaviour to lead you to think that I wasn’t the same as 
I’d always been? 

Maurice: [With deep affection.] No, darling. You’ve been 
angelic always, always. [Taken aback.] Why, what’s the 
matter? You suddenly went quite white. You’re not 
feeling faint again? 

STELLA: No. I didn’t know I went white. 

Maurice: You know, if I’ve seemed often to take for 
granted all you’ve done for me you mustn’t think I’m not 
conscious all the time how much I owe you. 


STELLA: That’s very silly of you, my pet. I don’t know that 
I’ve done anything for you at all except be moderately 
civil. You’ve never let me. 


Maurice: I’ve never let you nurse me. Not on your life. I 
couldn’t have borne that you should have anything to do 
with the disgusting side of illness. [W<zth a grin.) My 
precious, I don’t want you to smell of antiseptics. ] want 
you to smell of the dawn. I’m so grateful to you, Stella. 


STELLA: God knows, you’ve got a cause to be. 


Maurice: [Casua//y.] You know that I’m never going to 
get well, Stella, don’t you? 

STELLA: I don’t indeed. It’s a long business, we know that, 
but I’m absolutely convinced you’ll get at all events very 
much better. 


Mauricz: They tell me that one of these days they'll try 
operating again to see if they can’t possibly put me right. 
But I know they’re lying. They pretend they can do 
something in order to give me hope, and I pretend to 
believe them because it’s the easiest thing to do. I know 
I’m here for life, Stella. 


[There is a moment’s pause. This is the first time that 
STELLA has realised that MAURICE knon’s his case is 
hopeless. 
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STELLA: [Very earnestly.] Then let’s take what comfort we 
can in the great joy we’ve had in one another in the days 
when you were well and strong. I shall always be 
grateful for the happiness you gave me and for your love, 
your great love. 

Maurice: Do you think that’s changed? No. I love you as 
deeply, as devotedly as I ever did. I’m not often silly and 
sentimental, am I, Stella? 

STELLA: [With a Little smile.| Is it so silly to be sentimental? 
No, you’re not often. 

Maurice: You’re everything in the world to me, Stella. 
People have been most awfully kind to me, and it’s not 
till you’re crocked up as Iam that you find out how kind 
people are. They’ve been simply topping. But there’s 
not one of them that I wouldn’t see in hell if it would 
save you from unhappiness or trouble. 

STELLA: [In a lighter tone, going back to her chafing way with 
him.| Well, 1 wouldn’t tell them if I were you. I don’t 
believe they’d awfully like it. 

Maurice: [W/7th a smile.| I ought to be frightened because 
I’m so dependent on you, but I’m not because I know, 
not just with my mind or my heart, but with every nerve 
in me, with every little feeling and every pain, how good 
you are. 

STELLA: [Trying to take his speech lightly.| Now, darling, you 
really are exaggerating. If you go on like this I shall send 
you to bed. 

Maurice: My precious. You can laugh at me, but I see the 
tears in your lovely eyes. 

STELLA: [W7th sudden emotion.| Maurice, ’m a very weak, a 
very imperfect, and a very sinful woman. 


Maurice: [Suddenly changing, but still with the greatest affection.| 
Come down to earth, you silly little ass. 


STELLA: [Unable not to feel a trifle anxious.) Why are you 
saying all this to me just to-night? 
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Maurice: [Swz/ing.] One can’t always jump through a hoop 
to make people laugh. It’s hardly becoming in a gentle- 
man approaching middle age who’s chained to an 
invalid bed. You must forgive me if my flow of jokes 
sometimes runs dry. 

STELLA: You’re sure you’re not worrying about anything? 


Maurice: You know, when you’re shut up as Iam you find 
out all sorts of interesting things. Being an invalid 
fortunately has its compensations. Of course, people are 
very sympathetic, but you mustn’t abuse their sympathy. 
They ask you how you are, but they don’t really care a 
damn. Why should they? Life is for the living and ?m 
dead. 

STELLA: [Strangely harassed.| Maurice, oh, my darling. 

Maurice: You soon cotton on to it and you say you’re as fit 
as a fiddle. You must take care not to bore the people 
who come to see you and you soon discover that it bores 
them if you talk about yourself. Let them talk about 
themselves. That always interests them and they say, 
what an intelligent fellow he is. Make jokes. Make all 
the jokes you can—good, bad, and indifferent; when 
you’ve made them laugh, they feel they needn’t be sorry 
for you, and that’s a relief to them. And when they go 
away they feel so kindly disposed towards you. 


STELLA: Oh, my precious, you break my heart. It’s so cruel 
to think that you should have had to learn such bitter 
truths. 

Maurice: My dear, they’re not so bitter as all that. That’s 
only human nature and I get a lot of fun out of observing 
it. I’m not so terribly to be pitied. I’ve learnt to take 
pleasure in all sorts of things, other people’s affairs and 
books and so on, that I never cared a tinker’s damn for 
before. I should never have mentioned it only I wanted 
to tell you that it’s you who’ve given me the courage to 
carry on. I’m not unhappy. I don’t know how many 
yeats I shall hang on, but if you'll help me, darling, I 
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think I can make a pretty good job of it. I owe every- 
thing to you. Nothing matters to me very much when I 
know I shall see you to-morrow and the next day and the 
day after that and always. And when I’ve had a bit of 
pain I think to myself when you come in next you'll kiss 
me, and I feel the tenderness of your lips on my beating 
heart. 

STELLA: [Shattered by emotion.| Maurice, I’m unworthy of 
such love. I’m so ashamed. I’m so selfish. I’m so 
thoughtless. 

Maurice: Never. 

STELLA: Why did you make me go out to-night? Did you 
think it was any pleasure to me? 

Maurice: I didn’t care. I was thinking of my pleasure. I 
wanted you to hear again the music we'd heard together 
that night we got engaged. I was crazy about you. Do 
you remember how you cried in the second act when 
Tristan and Isolde sing that duet of theirs and I held your 
hand in the dark? Why did you cry? 

STELLA: I cried because I loved you and I was happy. 

Maurice: Did you cry to-night? 

STELLA: I don’t know. 

Maurice: You know that music is stunning, isn’t it? 

STELLA: [Swiling through her tears.) People seem to think it’s 
above the average. 

Maurice: You seemed to carry it still in your eyes when 
you came in. They were bright and shining. They were 
like great deep pools of light. You’ve never looked so 
beautiful as you looked to-night. You made the Venus 
of Milo look like a lump of cheese. 

STELLA: [Recovered now and chafing him again.) Go on, 
darling, I can bear much more in the same strain. 

Maurice: I could go on for weeks. 

STELLA: No, then I’d be afraid you were prejudiced. Go on 
till the sandwiches come in. 
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Maurice: Give me your hands. 
STELLA: No, I won’t. Let’s be sensible and talk about 
what’s going to win the Grand National. 


Maurice: Of course the honest-to-God truth is that you’re 
ever so much lovelier than when I married you. What is 
there that gives you this sudden new radiance? You look 
like a goddess who’s just created a world and is about to 
step upon it for the first time. 


STELLA: I don’t know why I should look any different from 
usual. 

Maurice: I watch your face. I know every change in it 
from day to day. A year ago you had a strained, almost a 
hunted, look, but now lately you’ve had an air that is 
strangely peaceful. You’ve gained a sort of beautiful 
serenity. 

STELLA: My poor lamb. I’m afraid that can only be due to 
advancing years. Soon you'll discover the first wrinkle 
on my forehead and then the first white hair. 

Maurice: No, no. You must never grow old. I couldn’t 
bear it. Oh, how cruel that all that beauty, all that 
superb and shining youth of yours... . 

STELLA: [Interrupting him quickly.) No, don’t, Maurice, I 
beseech you. 

Maurice: It would have been better for both of us if I’d 
been killed when I crashed. I’m no use to you, I’m no 
use to anybody. 

STELLA: Oh, Maurice, how can you say that? Don’t you 
know how desperately afraid I was when they told me 
you were hurt and how relieved, how infinitely thankful, 
when they told me at last, after days and days of anguish, 
that you would live? 

Maurice: They should never have let me. Why didn’t they 
put me out of my misery when I was all smashed up? It 
only wanted an injection a little stronger than usual. 
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That was the cruelty—to bring me back to life. Cruel to 
me and ten times more cruel to you. 

STELLA: I won’t let you say it. It’s not true. It’s not true. 

Maurice: I think I could have borne it if we’d had a child. 
Oh, Stella, if we’d only had a little kid and I could think 
to myself that it was you and me. And you would have 
something to console you. After all, it’s a woman’s 
destiny to have children. You wouldn’t have felt that 
you had entirely wasted your life. 

STELLA: But, Maurice, my dear, I don’t feel I’ve wasted my 
life. You’re not yourself to-night. You're ill and tired. 
Oh, what has come over you? 

Maurice: I love you, Stella. I want to take you in my arms 
as I used to. I want to press my lips to yours and see 
your eyes close and your head fall back and feel your dear 
soft body grow tense with desire. Stella, Stella. I can’t 
bear it. [He bursts into tears, clinging to her.| 


STELLA: Maurice, darling. Don’t. Don’t cry. 
[He sobs hysterically while she rocks him to and fro like a 
mother her child. Then he gets hold of himself. 
Maurice: [With a complete change of tone, in a matter-of-fact 
voice.) Oh, my God, what a damned fool lam. Give me 
a handkerchief. 


[She gives hits one from under the pillow and he blows bis 
nose. 


STELLA: My dear, you did frighten me. 

Maurice: It’s what they calla nerve storm. It’s lucky it was 
only you there. It would have been a pretty kettle of fish 
if Nurse Wayland had seen me like that. 

STELLA: [Trying to laugh with him.| It would have been a 
much prettier kettle of fish if I’d seen you clinging to her 
capacious bosom. 

Maurice: Now you mention it I must admit it is rather 
capacious. 
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STELLA: They’re not worn now. 

Maurice: I say, you haven’t got a glass, have you? 

STELLA: My angel, how do you imagine I apply lipstick to 
my tuby lips? [She sakes a little glass out of her bag and 
hands it to him.| 

Maurice: [Laughing at bimself.| For an intrepid aviator I 
look rather tear-stained, if I may say so. [He wipes his 
eyes with the handkerchief.| 

STELLA: Let me powder your nose. You can’t think what a 
comfort it is after you’ve been upset. 

Maurice: Go on with you. You can give me a whisky and 
soda if you like. 

STELLA: All right. But Pll powder mine. 

Maurice: I fcel like a house on fire now. 

STELLA: I wish someone would explain how it is that a dab 
of powder can in the twinkling of an eye reduce a 
woman’s nose from an unwieldy lump to a dear little 
thing that no one can deny is her best feature. 


Maurice: These are the miracles of science that we read 
about. 

STELLA: Now I’ll get you your whisky and soda. 

Maurice: Here’s Colin. I'll have a glass of bubbly instead. 


[CoLIn comes in with a tray on which are glasses, ive, and a 
bottle of champagne. 


Coun: [I’m afraid I’ve been a devil of a time. 


Maurice: I knew you couldn’t be trusted in the cellar by 
yourself. We were just going to send a search party after 
you. 

Coun: Well, first I couldn’t find anything to break the ice 
with and then I couldn’t find the nippers to cut the wire. 
And then I thought I might as well put the car away. I 
didn’t want to leave it outside all night. 


Maurice: Meanwhile Stella is famishing. 
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Cotm: Nurse Wayland is just coming. She’s making some 
sandwiches with bacon and they smell a fair treat. 


[The Nurse comes in with a covered entrée dish. 


STELLA: Here she is. That is kind of you, Nurse. If there’s 
anything IJ adore it’s bacon sandwiches. 

Nourse: I haven’t brought any knives and forks. I thought 
you could eat with your fingers. 

STELLA: Heavenly. 

Cot: Pll just bolt up and change my coat. I might just as 
well be comfortable and I shan’t be a minute. 

STELLA: Well, ?m not going to wait for you. 


Cou: All right. Go right ahead. But leave me my fair 
share or else all is over between us. 


[He goes out. STELLA goes to the window. 


STELLA: Dr. Harvester, come and eat a sandwich before it 
gets cold. 

Maurice: I don’t think Pll wait to see you people make pigs 
of yourselves. I think Pll turn in. 

STELLA: Aren’t you going to havea drink with us? 

Maurice: I don’t think I will if you don’t mind. I’m rather 
tired. 

STELLA: Oh, I am sorry, Maurice. But there’s nothing to 
stay up for if you’re tired. 

Maovrice: You might look in on your way up to bed, Stella. 

STELLA: Yes, rather. But I shan’t disturb you if you’re 
asleep. 

Maurice: I shan’t be asleep. I’ve got a bit of a head, Ill 
just lie still in the dark and it'll go away. 

[4s Nurse WAYLAND starts to wheel bim out, Mrs. 
TABRET and Dr. HARVESTER come in. 


Harvester: Did I hear you calling me? 
STELLA: You did. Maurice is going to bed. 
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Mrs. Tasrer: Oh, I’m glad. It’s fearfully late. Good night, 
old boy. Sleep well. [Se /eans over and kisses him on the 
forehead. | 


Maurice: Good night, Mother. Bless you. 
HARVESTER: Let me give you a hand, Nurse. 


Nurse: I can manage perfectly. I’m so used to wheeling the 
invalid bed and he weighs nothing. 


Maurice: I never weighed more than ten stone eight when 
I was well. 


HARVESTER: Never mind. Let me push him in. Id like to. 


Maurice: Let the man do something for his money, Nurse. 
[Putting on a cockney accent.) You bring me drops and me 
powder puff, dearie. 

[The Nurse opens the door and Dr. HARVESTER pushes 
the bed out. 


STELLA: Don’t be long, Doctor, or the sandwiches will be 
stone cold. 


[The door is closed. STELLA and Mrs. Tasrer are left 
alone. 


STELLA: Maurice is rather nervous to-night. 

Mrs. TABRET: Yes, I noticed it. 

STELLA: I’m sorry I went to the opera. 

Mrs, Tasret: My dear, you go out so little. 

STELLA: J haven’t the inclination, really. 

Mrs. TABRET: I’m afraid you’re awfully tired. 

STELLA: [With a smile.| Dead. 

Mrs. Tasret: Why don’t you eat something? 

STELLA: No, Ill wait till the others come. 

Mrs. TaspreT: Whatever happens, darling, I want you to 
know that Pm deeply grateful for all you’ve done for 
Maurice. 

Sretia: [Startled.] Why do you say that? You don’t think 
he’s any worse? 
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Mrs. TaBreEt: No, I think he’s just about the same as usual. 

STELLA: He does get a little nervous and high-strung 
sometimes. 

Mrs. TABRET: Yes, I know. 

STELLA: You startled me. I don’t know why you should 
suddenly say a thing like that. 

Mrs. Tasret: [Swiling.] Is there any reason I shouldn’t? 

STELLA: It sounded strangely ominous. 


Mrs. TAsreT: I feel I’d like you to know that I realise what 
a great sacrifice you’ve made for him for so many years, 
You mustn’t think that I’ve taken it as a matter of course. 


STELLA: Oh, my dear, don’t. It would be inhuman if I 
didn’t fecl unspeakably sorry for Maurice. It’s awful for 
him, poor darling. Naturally if there was anything I 
could do to make things a little easier for him I was 
anxious to do it. 

Mrs. Tasrer: After all, you didn’t marry him to be the 
helpmate of a hopeless cripple. 


STELLA: One takes the rough with the smooth. 


Mrs. Tasret: I know it’s very irksome to have an old 
woman like me always living with you. It’s difficult to 
be a mother-in-law and welcome. 


STELLA: [Charmingly.] My dear, you’ve been kindness itself 
to me. What should I have done without you? 


Mrs. Tasret: I will admit that Pve tried not to be a pest. 
You’d have been within your rights if you’d refused to 
have me to live here. I must thank you for all you’ve 
done for me, too. 

STELLA: Oh, my dear, you make me feel quite shy. 


Mrs. TaBret: You’re a very young and a very beautiful 
woman. You have the right to live your life just as 
everyone else has. For six years now you’ve given up 
everything to be the sole comfort of a man who was your 


252 THE SACRED FLAME ACT I 


husband only because a legal ceremony had joined you 
together. 

STELLA: No, no. Because love had joined us together. 

Mrs. TAsReT: My poor child, ’'m so desperately sorry for 
you. Whatever the future may have in store I shall never 
forget your courage, your self-sacrifice, and your 
patience. 

STELLA: [Payzled and a little frightened.| 1 don’t understand 
what you mean. 

Mrs. Tasret: [With a tolerant and ironic smile.| Don’t you? 
Well, let us suppose that this is the anniversary of my 
wedding-day and my thoughts have been much occupied 
with the ups and downs, the fortunes and misfortunes of 
married life. 

[CoLIn comes in. He has taken off his long evening coat 
and wears avery shabby old golf coat. 

Coun: Hulloa, where are the others? 

STELLA: Maurice has gone to bed. Dr. Harvester is just 
coming. 

Mrs. Tasret: Now, come on, children. Sit down and have 
something to eat. 

Coin: I’ll pour out some wine, shall I? 

[He pours out three glasses of champagne while STELLA 
helps herself to a sandwich. 

STELLA: Hm. Scrumptious. 

Mrs. Tasrer: Nurse Wayland makes them well, doesn’t 
sher 

STELLA: Marvellously. 

[Dr. HARVESTER comes in. 

STELLA: If you don’t hurry up you'll be too late. They’re 
simply divine. 

Harvester: [ll just have one and swallow a glass of bubbly 
and bolt. It’s any old time and I’ve got to be up bright 
and early in the morning. 
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Cotm: Is Maurice all right? 


Harvester: Oh, fairly. He’s a bit down to-night for some 
reason. I don’t know why. He was in great spirits 
earlier in the evening. 

Mrs. Tasret: I expect he’s just tired. He woud sit up. 

Harvester: Nurse Wayland says that something has hap- 
pened to upset him. Is that true? 

Mrs. Tasret: Not that I know of. 

HARVESTER: He says he’s got a headache. I’ve left him a 
sleeping draught that he can take if he can’t get off or 
wakes in the night and feels restless. 

STELLA: I'll go in and see him before I go to bed. if he can 
only get a good rest I’m sure he’ll be his usual self 
to-morrow. 

Mrs. TABRET: Sit with him a little, Stella. 

STELLA: Of course I will. 

Harvester: Well, I must be off. Good night, Mrs. Tabret. 
I’ve had a jolly evening. 

Mrs. Tasret: [ll come and see you to the door and then I 
shall go up to bed. Good night, children. 

STELLA: Good night. 

[They kiss one another and then Mrs. Tasret &isses 
COLIN. 

Mrs. TaBret: Good night, Colin dear. Don’t stay up too 
late, either of you. 

Corin: And put out the lights and see that the windows are 
properly closed and the safety catches in place. I will, 
Mother. 

Mrs. Tasret: [Pleased with bis chaff, to Dr. HARVESTER.] 
You see how these boys treat me. They have no respect 
for their aged mother. 

Coun: A certain amount of restrained affection, however. 

Mrs. TasBrEt: Bless you, my dear, now and always. 

Harvester: Good night. 
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STELLA: Good night. We shall see you in a day or two, I 
suppose. 

HARVESTER: I expect so. 

Coun: Good night, old boy. 

[Dr. HARVESTER and Mrs. TABRET go out. COLIN 
oes over to the windows and shuts them and draws the 
curtains. The moment the door closes on Mrs. 
TABRET, STELLA puts down the sandwich she bas 
been making a pretence of eating. She stands looking 
out into space. When Couin has finished shutting xp, 
he turns off most of the lights so that the room is 
shrouded in darkness and there is only light on STELLA. 
He turns to her. 

Coun: Stella. . . . Stella. 
[She gives a stifled sob and looks at him, misery in her eyes. 
STELLA: Oh, Colin. The anguish. 
Couin: [Going towards her.| My poor child. 
STELLA: Don’t touch me. Oh, what shall I do? Colin, what 
have we done? 
Coun: Darling. 
STELLA: Maurice was so strange to-night. I couldn’t make 
him out. I was almost afraid he suspected. 
Coun: Impossible. 
STELLA: He must never know. Never! I’d do anything in 
the world to prevent it. 
Coutn: I’m so terribly sorry. 
STELLA: We’re in a hopeless pass. Hopeless. Why did you 
ever love me? Why did I ever love your 
Cotin: Stella. 
[He stretches out his arms, but she turns away. 
STELLA: Oh, I’m so ashamed. [She hides her face with her 
hands.| 


END OF THE FIRST ACT 


THE SECOND ACT 


THE SCENE és the same as in the preceding act. 
Next morning, and about midday. 


CoLtn is seated at a writing-table writing letters. Major 
LICONDA 7s shown in by the Matp. He is in golfing things. 


Autce: Major Liconda. 
Coin: [Getting up.] Oh, how do you do? 
[The Marp goes out. 


Liconpa: My dear boy, what an awful thing. I’m ab- 
solutely horrified. I’ve only just this minute heard. 


Coun: It’s nice of you to have come. As you can imagine 
we’re all very much upset. 


Liconpa: I’ve been playing golf. I went out early. I hada 
match at nine. Someone told me at the clubhouse when 
I got in. I could hardly believe it. 


Couin: I’m afraid it’s true all the same. 

Liconpa: But Maurice seemed comparatively well last 
night. 

Cotin: Anyhow no worse than usual. 

Liconpa: I thought him in such good spirits. He was full of 
fun. He was cracking jokes. 

Co.ttn: Yes, I know. 

Liconpa: Of course, I know nothing. You know Blake at 
the club? I don’t know if you’ve ever played with him. 

Corin: No. But I’ve met him. 

Liconpa: Well, he came up when I was standing at the bar 
having a drink and said to me: I say, have you heard 
that poor Maurice Tabret died last night? By George, it 
gave mea shock. You know, when one isn’t as young as 


255 


256 THE SACRED FLAME ACT I 


one was, it always gives one a turn to hear of the death of 
someone you knew. 


CoLin: I suppose it does. 


Liconpa: Blake hadn’t heard any of the details. Was he 
taken suddenly worse in the night? 


Cottn: No, he said he was rather tired. Stella and I were 
going to have a snack before going to bed. He said he 
wouldn’t wait. It was very natural; it was getting a bit 
late, you know. Harvester was here and he went along 
with him and Nurse Wayland and helped to put him to 
bed. He seemed all right then. 


Lrconpa: Did he just die in his sleep? 
Coutn: I suppose so. 


Liconpa: What a mercy. That’s the best way, isn’t it? 
We'd all give something to know for certain that when 
our time came we’d pass out like that. 


Coutn: He can’t have felt ill, or he’d have rung. He had a 
bell-push under his pillow and it rings in Nurse Way- 
land’s room. She’d have been down like a flash if 
there’d been a sound. 


Liconpa: She heard nothing? 
Coitn: Nothing. 
Liconpa: When did you find out then? 


Coin: Well, you see, sometimes, if he’d had a poorish 
night, you know, he slept rather late in the morning. 
And he was always allowed to sleep on. You know what 
nurses are. However rotten a night you’ve had they 
come bustling in at the crack of dawn and they don’t 
care a damn if you’re sleeping or not. You must be 
washed and have your hair brushed and your pillows 
shaken. 


Liconpa: Don’t I know it? I never know which I dread 
most, an attack of malaria or a really efficient nurse. 
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Coin: Well, Stella stopped all that. She insisted that no 
one should go in to Maurice till he rang. 

Liconpa: Poor devil, at all events when he was asleep he 
was happy. 

Coutw: I believe it was the only matter on which there’d 
been any friction between Stella and Nurse Wayland. 
You know, Nurse Wayland is really a very good sort. 
She was never any trouble in the house and she was 
always good-tempered and that sort of thing. 

Liconpa: Oh, I know. It struck me that she was a thor- 
oughly nice girl. 

Coxtn: When she first came she wanted to get Maurice 
ready for the day as she called it, at eight o’clock every 
morning. Routine, you know. And she said if he was 
tired he could go to sleep again afterwards. But Stella 
put her foot down. She said she didn’t want to interfere 
with anything else, but on that point she insisted. And 
Nurse Wayland could either knuckle under or go. 


Liconpa: Quite right. 

Coin: We were just finishing breakfast, about half-past 
nine, I think, Stella and I and Mother, when Nurse 
Wayland came in. She never has breakfast. She just 
makes herself a cup of cocoa when she gets up at seven. 

Liconpa: My God, these women, what a genius they have 
for doing the uncomfortable thing. 

Corin: I noticed she was very white. She said she’d just 
been in to Maurice. I never heard him ring, said Stella. 
You know what these jerry-built houses are. You hear 
every bell in the house. 

Liconpa: Yes, mine’s like that. 

Corin: He didn’t ring, said Nurse Wayland. It was so late 
I thought I’d just peep in and see if he was all right. 
Then Stella got right up on her hind legs. I won’t have 
it, she said. [ve forbidden you to go in till he rings. 
How dare you disobey me. I’ve never seen Stella in such 


258 THE SACRED FLAME ACT II 


a passion. I saw that Nurse Wayland was trembling. 
She looked all funny. Scared, you know. But not of 
Stella. I had a sort of suspicion something was wrong. 
Hold hard, Stella, I said. I got up. Is anything the 
matter, Nurse? I asked. She gave a sort of cry and 
clenched her hands. I’m afraid he’s dead, she said. 


LiconpsA: Good God! How awful. 


Cotin: Stella gave a sort of gasp and then she went into a 
dead faint. 


Liconpa: Your poor mother. 


Cottn: Mother was wonderful. You know when half a 
dozen things happen at a time, you seem to see them all 
separately and yet together. I sprang forward to help 
Stella. She’d fallen on the floor with a thump. I don’t 
know, for a moment I was afraid the shock had killed 
her. And I saw Mother sitting at the table with a 
piece of toast in her hand. And she just looked at 
Nurse Wayland, I don’t know, as though she couldn’t 
understand. She was awfully white and then she began 
to tremble. She never made a sound. She shrank back 
into her chair and seemed all of a sudden to become an 
old, old woman. 

Liconpa: Why didn’t the fool break it to you more gently? 

Corin: Then Mother stood up. She got hold of herself 
quicker than any of us. I never knew she had such nerve. 

LiconbA: She’s a woman ina thousand. I knew that. 

Coin: You'd better go for Dr. Harvester, she said to me. 
[With a sudden falter.| By God, I shall never get the 
sound of her voice out of my ears. 

Liconpa: Hold on, old man. It’s no good you going to 
pieces. Don’t tell me any more if it upsets you. 

Coun: [Pulling himself together.) No, I’m all right. There’s 
nothing more to tell. Mother said, Nurse and I’ll see to 
Stella. Don’t you bother. That seemed to pull Nurse 
Wayland up. She came forward and she and Mother 
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began to try to get Stella round. I went into Maurice’s 
room. I felt his pulse and I put my hand on his heart. 
He looked as if he was asleep. I knew he was dead. I 
got the car and went to Dr. Harvester’s. He’d started on 
his rounds, but they knew where he’d gone more or less 
and I bolted after him. Luckily I caught him and I 
brought him back with me. He said he thought poor 
Maurice had been dead for a good two hours. 

Liconpa: Did he say what had happened? 

Corin: He thinks it may have been an embolism. Or 
perhaps heart failure, you know. 

Liconpa: How about Stella? 

Couin: She’s all right, thank God. She came to after a bit. 
My God, she did give mea fright. 

Liconpa: I don’t wonder. 

Coin: Harvester wanted her to go to bed, but she wouldn’t, 
She’s in Maurice’s room now. 

Liconpa: What about your mother? 

Coin: Harvester’s with her. He had to go and see some 
patients, but he said he’d come back, and he turned up 
just before you did. Here he is. 

[As he says these words, DR. HARVESTER comes in. He 
and Major Liconpa shake hands. 

HarvESTER: Hulloa, Major. 

Liconpa: This is a very sad errand that has brought you 
here, Doctor. 


Harvester: It’s naturally been a dreadful shock to Mrs. 
Tabret and Stella. 

Liconpa: How is Mrs. Tabret? 

HARVESTER: She’s bearing up wonderfully. She’s very 
much upset, but she’s trying not to show it. She has a 
great deal of self-control. 

Liconpa: I wonder if she’d like to see me. 

Harvester: I’m sure she would. 
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Coun: Shall I run up and see? 

Liconpa: It would be very kind of you, Colin. Say that if 
she doesn’t want to be bothered with me she has only to 
say so. I shall quite understand. I don’t want to be a 
nuisance, but if it’ll be any comfort to her to see me I shall 
be only too glad. 


Courm: All right. 
[He goes out. 


Liconpa: You know, I’ve known Mrs. Tabret for over 
thirty years. Her husband was in the Indian Civil. 

HARVESTER: Yes, she told me. 

LIconpA: They were almost the first people I got to know 
at all well when I went out to India. She’s one of the 
best, you know. She always was. Everybody liked her. 

HARVESTER: Of course, I’ve seen a good deal of her during 
the last five years. She’s really been wonderful. So has 
Stella, for the matter of that. 

Liconpa: One can’t help being rather thankful it’s all over. 

HARVESTER: He never had a chance of getting better, poor 
devil. 

Liconpa: Yes, you said that last night. 

Harvester: Of course, he might have gone on for years 
like that. But what was the good? It was rotten for him 
and rotten for everyone connected with him. 

Liconpa: You can’t say that any of them grudged the 
sacrifices they had to make for his sake. 

HARVESTER: No. Rather not. They were awfully good to 
him. 

Liconpa: I could wish the end hadn’t come quite so 
suddenly. | 

HARVESTER: Oh, why? It’s much better that he should have 
passed out like that rather than get inflammation of the 
lungs or something of that sort that he just hadn’t the 
strength to fight against. 
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Liconpa: So far as he was concerned, yes. I was thinking of 
his mother and Stella. 


[NursE WayYLAND comes in. She wears her nurse’s 
uniform. 


FIARVESTER: Hulloa, Nurse. I thought you were having a 
rest. 
Liconpa: Good morning. 


Nurse: Good morning, Major. I’m glad you came round. 
Mrs. Tabret will be glad to see you. 


HARVESTER: I told you to go and lie down, Nurse. 

Nurse: I couldn’t. I was too restless. 

Harvester: Then why don’t you go for a walk? You can 
do no good by sitting about and moping. 


Liconpa: I’m afraid it’s been as great a shock to Nurse 
Wayland as tothe rest of us. After all, she’d been looking 
after Maurice for a long time. 


Nourse: Yes, it’s been a great shock to me. He was a dear. 
One couldn’t help admiring him. He bore his terrible 
misfortune with so much courage. 


HARVESTER: He was topping. There’s no doubt about that. 


Norse: I naturally grew attached to him. He was always so 
gay and so grateful for what one did for him. 

Liconpa: I suppose you'll try to get a good long holiday 
before you take another job. 

Nurse: I haven’t made any plans yet. 


HARVESTER: What about those friends of yours who live on 
the South Coast? Why don’t you spend a few weeks with 
them? To tell you the truth, you’re looking all in. 


Nourse: [Lis¢less/y.] Am IP 
HARVESTER: You must try not to take it too hard. 


Nurse: A nurse naturally doesn’t like to lose a patient. 
Especially so unexpectedly. 
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HARVESTER: It was always on the cards that he’d go out 
suddenly. 

Norse: Like a candle that you blow out when you don’t 
want it any more. Where does the flame go then? 

[Dr. HARVESTER Jooks at her for a moment reflectively. 

HarvEsTER: [Kindly.] My deat, I’m afraid you’re taking 
poor Maurice’s death a good deal more to heart than is 
quite wise. 

Norse: [With bitterness.| Did you think he was only a case 
to me? Evena nurse is human. Strange as it may seem, 
she has a heart like other people. 

HARVESTER: Of course she has a heart. But it doesn’t do her 
or her patients any good if she allows her emotions to 
get the better of her common sense. 

Nurse: Does that mean you think I’ve been inefficient? 

HARVESTER: No, of course not. Heaven knows, you never 
spared yourself. Perhaps you’ve been trying to do a 
little too much for your strength. You take my advice, 
my dear, and go for a holiday. What you want is a real 
rest. 

Nurse: What is it, in your opinion, that Maurice Tabret 
actually died of? 

Harvester: Heart failure. 

Nurse: Everybody dies of heart failure. 

HARVESTER: Of course. But that’s as good a thing as any to 
put on the death certificate. 

Nurse: Are you going to have a post-mortem? 

Harvester: No, why should I? It’s quite unnecessary. 

Nurse: [Looking him full in the face.| I don’t agree with you. 

HARVESTER: | Without a trace of asperity.| ’'m sorry. But it’s 
my affair. If I’m prepared to sign the death certificate I 
don’t know that anyone else has any right to say any- 
thing about it. 
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Nurse: You’ve told me half a dozen times that Maurice 
Tabret might have lived for years. 

HARvESTER: So he might. I can tell you now that it’s a 
blessing for everybody concerned with him that he 
didn’t. 

Nurse: [Very deliberately.| Dr. Harvester, Maurice Tabret 
was murdered. 

HARVESTER: What are you talking about? 

Nourse: Do you want me to repeat it? Maurice Tabret was 
murdered. 

HARVESTER: Rubbish. 

Liconpa: I daresay you’re not quite yourself this morning, 
Nurse. It’s very natural. But you must try to be reason- 
able. You oughtn’t to say things that you can’t possibly 
mean. 

Nurse: I’m in complete possession of my senses, Major 
Liconda, and I know perfectly well what I’m saying. 

Liconpa: Do you mean to say that you intended that 
statement to be taken literally? 

NuRSE: Quite. 

LiconDA: [Gravely.] It’s a very serious one, you know. 

Nurse: I’m aware of that. 

HARVESTER: It’s grotesque. 

Nurse: You’ve known me for five years, Dr. Harvester. 
Have I ever given you to imagine that I’m a neurotic 
or hysterical woman, given to talking in a wild and 
exaggerated way? 

LiconbA: Let us listen to what Nurse Wayland has to say. 
Do you mean by any chance that you are dissatisfied with 
the way your patient was treated by Doctor Harvester? 

HARVESTER: By George, that never occurred to me. Is that 
it, Nurse? Don’t hesitate to say anything you want to. 
I shan’t be in the least offended. I don’t want to put on 
any frills, and if there’s anything that’s making you 
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miserable it’s much better that you should say it. Pll try 
to explain. 

Nurse: So far as I could judge you did everything for 
Maurice Tabret that medical skill could do. 


Liconpa: Besides, he was surely seen by several specialists. 

Harvester: Half a dozen at the least. 

Liconpa: Well, Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: I am a trained nurse, Major Liconda; you can’t 
imagine that if Maurice Tabret had died as the result of 
an etror in treatment on Dr. Harvester’s part I should be 
so heartless as to distress the relatives by mentioning it. 


Harvester: I don’t want to seem flippant on such an 
occasion, but I am forced to say that your magnanimity 
overwhelms me, Nurse Wayland. 


Nurse: You can be flippant or condescending or sarcastic, 
Dr. Harvester. It means nothing to me. 

Liconpa: [With a thin smile.| I'm sure it will do no harm if 
we’re all civil to one another, at least for a little while 
longer. 

Nurse: I’ve made a definite charge and I stick to it. 


Harvester: The charge being that some person or persons 
unknown murdered Maurice Tabret? 

Nurse: Yes. 

HARVESTER: But, my dear, why should anyone want to 
murder poor Maurice? 

Nurse: That at present is no business of mine. 


Harvester: Now, look here, Nurse, you know just as well 
as I do that everyone connected with him was devoted to 
Maurice. No one was ever more surrounded with love 
and affection than he was. It’s incredible that anyone 
should even have ssshed him harm. 


Nurse: Whatever I may think or may not think I am at 
liberty to keep to myself. Iam not in the witness box. 
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HARVESTER: The witness box? [Mockingly.] Do you already 
see yourself giving sensational evidence at the Old 
Bailey? 

Nurse: I can honestly say that I can imagine nothing more 
hateful than the notoriety that would be forced upon me 
if I were obliged to appear in court. 


Harvester: There’d be notoriety all right. This is the sort 
of thing that would be jam for the papers. Come, now, 
be a sport, Nurse Wayland; you know just as well as I do 
that Maurice died of natural causes. What on earth is the 
use of making a fuss and getting everyone upset? 


Nourse: If he died of natural causes a post-mortem will prove 
it and then I shall have nothing more to say. 


Harvester: [Irritably.] ?m not going to have a post- 
mortem. You know how the relatives hate it. 


Nurse: Are you afraid of what it will show? 


Harvester: [Wé£th decision.] Not on your life. 

Nurse: [Defantly.] I warn you that if you sign the death 
certificate I shall go straight to the coroner and make a 
protest. 

Harvester: I should have thought the Tabrets had had 
enough to put up with, without being obliged to go 
through the ordeal you want to force upon them. 

Nurse: Major Liconda, you were in the Indian Police, 
weren’t your You ought to know about such things. 
Will you tell me what is the duty of a nurse who has 
reason to believe that her patient has come to his death 
by foul play? 

Liconpa: That is a question I’d sooner you hadn’t asked 
me. I suppose her duty is quite clear. But I think she 
should be very sure that her reasons are valid before she 
exposes to distress and publicity a family that has treated 
her with unvarying kindness. 


HARVESTER: What are your reasons, anyway? You’ve made 
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a charge, but to the best of my recollection you haven’t 
given us an inkling of what it’s based on. 

Nurse: If you’d been willing to have a post-mortem 
nothing need have been said till we knew the results of 
it. But you’ve put me with my back to the wall. Major 
Liconda is right. Everyone in this house has treated me 
with the greatest consideration. I do at least owe it to 
them to make no charges that may directly or indirectly 
concern them behind their backs. 

Harvester: Does that mean you want them sent for? 

Nursz: Please. 

Liconpa: I think it’s best. You’ve been so definite, Nurse 
Wayland, that neither Dr. Harvester nor I can keep 
the matter to ourselves. However distressing it may be I 
think Maurice’s family should know what you have to 
say. 

Nourse: I’m quite prepared to tell them. In point of fact, I 
think Mrs. Tabret is just coming. 

Liconpa: Where is Stella? 

Harvester: Do you want her, too? 

Liconpa: I think it’s better. 

HARVESTER: I’]l see if I can find her. 

Liconpa: I believe she’s in Maurice’s toom. 

[HARVESTER goes out. 


Nurse: Don’t judge me till you’ve heard all I have to say, 
Major Liconda. 

Liconpa: [With a certain severity.) Miss Wayland, I happen 
to be a very old friend of the Tabrets and deeply attached 
to Mrs. Tabret. I regret that you should think it your 
duty at this moment of all others to add to their great 
sorrow. I can only hope that you will be shown not to 
have been justified. 

Nourse: In that case you will have good reason to throw me 
out of the house, bag and baggage. 
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Liconpa: It is not my house, Miss Wayland, and I doubt 
whether Colin Tabret would be willing to depute to me 
that pleasant task. 

Nourse: I’m just as glad to know who are my friends and 
who are my enemies. 


[Mrs. TaBrer comes in with Cottn. She goes up to 
Major LIconDA wth a little smile. She is calm and 
composed. 


Mrs. Tasret: My dear old friend. 


Liconpa: I felt that I must come and see you for a moment, 
my dear. I’m sure you know how deeply I sympathise 
with you, but I wanted to tell you that if in any way I can 
be of service to you... . 

Mrs. Tasret: [Interrupting him with a little smile.] It was 
very kind of you to come and just like you. 

Liconpa: I’m relieved to see that you’re bearing so bravely 
what must have been a bitter blow. 

Mrs. Tasret: Iam trying to put my own feelings away out 
of sight and mind. I want only to think that my son has 
ended his long martyrdom. He had a brave, a carefree, 
anda happy nature. He was not meant to live on a bed of 
sickness. 

Liconpa: I remember when he was a boy how amazing his 
vitality was. 

Mrs. Tasret: I will not weep because he is dead. I will 
rejoice because he is free. 


[Sretta comes in from the garden, followed by Dr. 
Harvester. She ts all in white. 
STELLA: Dr. Harvester told me you were here and wanted 
to see me. 
Liconpa: I wanted first of all to tell you how much I feel for 
you in your sad loss. 
STELLA: You know, Maurice and I often talked of death. 
He was never afraid of it. He’d faced it often enough 
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during the war. He didn’t attach very much importance 
to it. He couldn’t bear any of the trappings of woe. He 
told me that he didn’t wish me to wear mourning for him. 
He said that if he died I was to carry on as usual. He 
wanted me to go about and do things exactly as if he 
were alive. 


Mrs. Tasret: He loved you so much, Stella. He put your 
happiness above everything. 


STELLA: I know. 


Cotin: Those lines of Stevenson’s keep ringing in my ears: 
“Home is the sailor, home from the sea.”’ 


Liconpa: ‘‘And the hunter home from the hill.” They’re 
very moving to us who’ve spent our lives in distant 
places. 


STELLA: You know, Maurice never quite believed that with 
this life everything ended for him. He didn’t believe ina 
gteat many things that many people still more or less 
believein. ... 


Mrs. Tasret: [Interrupting.| I could never bring myself to 
teach my children what I couldn’t myself believe. When 
they were little and I used to sit in the evenings in our 
house and look at the multitudinous stars sweeping 
across the blue sky of India and thought of what we are, 
so transitory and so insignificant, and yet with such a 
capacity for suffering, such a passion for beauty, I was 
overwhelmed by the mystery and the immensity of the 
universe. I could not conceive what was the cause of all 
those worlds I saw above me, nor what was the power 
that guided them, but my heart was filled with amaze- 
ment and awe. What I vaguely divined was too 
stupendous to fit into tne limits of any creed of men. 


STELLA: You know how Maurice was always laughing and 
joking. Even when he was speaking seriously he kept a 
little twinkle in his eye, so that you weren’t quite sure he 
wasn’t making fun of himself. I think he’d never quite 
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gtown out of some of those beliefs that I suppose he’d 
acquired unconsciously in his childhood from nurses and 
servants. 


Mrs. Tasret: We always had native ayahs. Heaven knows 
what they taught the children. 


STELLA: He didn’t believe with his reason, but in some 
strange way with his nerves or his heart, that perhaps 
there was something in the Eastern notion of the 
transmigration of souls. 


Liconpa: I wonder if one ever entirely ceases to believe in 
what one has been taught as a child. 


STELLA: I think deep down in him was the faith that when 
his soul left his poor wounded body it would find 
another tenement. I think he had so much vitality that 
he felt it impossible that he should not live again on this 
earth. 

Mrs. Tasret: Ah, I’ve so often wished I had that comfort- 
ing faith. Oh, to have a second chance and a third, to 
pass from life to life, purging yourself of imperfection 
and atoning for your sins, till at last you lose yourself in 
the infinite peace of the infinite soul of God. 


STELLA: [Turning to NuRSE WAYLAND.] I had something to 
say to you, Nurse. You'll be leaving us very soon now, 
I suppose? 

Nurse: I suppose so. 

STELLA: I want to thank you for everything you did for 
Maurice, and I want you to know how deeply grateful I 
am to you. 

NourseE: I did no more than my duty. 


STELLA: [With a charming smile.) Oh, no, you did much more 
than that. If it had been only your duty you could never 
have been so immensely thoughtful. You could never 
have anticipated Maurice’s wants. You’ve been so 


awfully kind. 
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Nurse: [4 frifle sullenly.| Your husband was a very easy 
patient. He was always anxious not to give trouble. 


STELLA: I’ve got a little plan that I want to tell you about. 
I’ve talked it over with Mrs. Tabret and she very much 
approves of it. You’ve had a long and hard time here. 
And your month’s holiday a year has been very little rest. 
You’ve often talked to me about your sister in Japan and 
I know how much you’ve wanted to travel. If you’ll 
allow me I should like to make it possible for you to go 
out to the East and have a good time. 


Nurse: [Szonily on the defensive.| I don’t think I understand 
what you mean. 

STELLA: [A Jittle shyly, but in a manner that is disarming.) 
Well, my dear, a nurse’s salary is never very large. I 
know that Maurice has left me everything he had and 
we've been living so economically, I shall be quite well 
off in a modest way. It would be dear of you if you’d let 
me make you a present of a few hundred pounds, a 
thousand, say, to make it a round sum, so that you could 
go for a nice long journey and need not think of earning 
your living for a while. 

Nurse: [Hoarsely, trembling in her effort to control herself.| Do 
you think I would take money from you? Is that what 
you take me for? 

STELLA: [Sarprised, but not taking her very seriously.| But what 
on earth is the harm of it? Come, Nurse, don’t be 
unreasonable. You know I don’t want to offend you. 

Nurse: What I’ve done I’ve been paid for. If I wasn’t 
satisfied with the payment I received I only had to go. 

STELLA: [Taken aback, as though she had been suddenly slapped 
in the face.| Nurse, what zs the matter? What have I said? 
Why do you speak to me like that? 

HARVESTER: You mustn’t take what Nurse Wayland says 
too literally. She really isn’t herself to-day. 

Liconpa: No, Harvester, it’s no good taking up that 
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attitude. The position is much too serious. Stella, I’ve 
got something very unpleasant to tell you. I would 
sooner not have added to your present trouble, but ’'m 
afraid it can’t be avoided. 

STELLA: What is it? 


Liconpa: Nurse Wayland is not satisfied that Maurice died 
from heart failure. 


STELLA: But if Dr. Harvester says so? Surely he knows best. 


Harvester: I am prepared to sign the death certificate. I 
have no doubt in my mind of the cause of death. 


Liconpa: Nurse Wayland thinks there ought to be a post- 
mortem. 


STELLA: [With the utmost determination.| Never. Nevet. 
Poor Maurice’s body has suffered enough. I won’t have 
him cut about to satisfy an idle curiosity. I absolutely 
refuse. 


Liconpa: I understand that an autopsy cannot be held 
except with the consent of the next of kin. 


Nourse: Or on the order of the coroner. 
STELLA: What does she mean by that? 


Liconpa: I’m afraid she means that if you persist in your 
refusal she will go to the proper authority and make the 
statement she has already made to Dr. Harvester and me. 


STELLA: What is the statement? 
Liconpa: Do you wish to repeat it, Nurse Wayland? 


Nurse: [Very coolly, almost with insolence.| Not particularly. 
I have no objection to your doing so. 


Harvester: Do you really insist on going through with this, 
Nurse? What you said to the Major and me was more or 
less confidential, wasn’t it? Don’t you think you’d better 
reflect a little more? If anything further is said the matter 
must necessarily go out of our control. I think you 
should consider the consequences of your attitude ang 
the harm that may arise. 
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Nursz: I can’t keep silent. I should never forgive myself. 


Liconpa: Nurse Wayland states that Maurice’s death was 
not due to his illness, but to some other cause. 


STELLA: I’m dreadfully sorry, but I don’t understand. What 
other cause could have brought about his death? 

Liconpa: She says he was murdered. 

[CoLtn and STELLA start. Mrs. TABRET smothers a cry. 

STELLA: Murdered? You must be mad, Nurse. 

Liconpa: Harvester and I have pointed out to her that he 
was regarded by everyone connected with him with the 
greatest affection. 

Coin: It’s preposterous. 

STELLA: After the first shock I’m almost inclined to laugh. 
Really, Nurse, you must be very nervous and over- 
wrought to have got such an idea in your head. Is that 
why you were so funny when I asked you to accept 
enough money to take a year’s holiday? 

Nurse: I had no wish that the matter should go so far now. 
If Dr. Harvester had agreed to my suggestion of having a 
post-mortem nothing need have been said till it was 
discovered if my suspicions were justified or not. 

Harvester: Willing to wound and yet afraid to strike, 
Nurse Wayland. 

Nurse: [Turning on bim.} You have forced me into this 
position, Dr. Harvester. I only did my duty in telling 
you my very grave suspicions, and the moment I did, 
you took up a definitely hostile attitude towards me. 

Harvester: Well, if you want to know, I thought you silly, 
nervous, and hysterical. Good heavens, I’ve been in 
practice long enough to know how wildly people talk. 
I should be kept pretty busy if I paid any attention, for 
instance, to what one woman says about another. 

Nourse: Ot is it that you’re frightened to death of a scandal? 
You know that notoriety does a doctor no good, and you 


ACT II SHEPPEY 257 

SHEpPEY: It’s not that so much. It’s the sentiment. I mean, 
’aving it left me, see? I wouldn’t sell it for a thousand 
pounds. 

Frorrie: [Getting out the tablecloth.| | suppose you haven't 
asked anyone else to drop in, dad? 

SHEPPEY: Well, now you come to mention it, I ’ave. 

Frorriz: Oh, you haven't, dad? 

SHEPPEY: Yes, you know that chap what I caught sneaking 
the doctor’s overcoat. I told ’im to come round. 

Fiorriz: Dad! 

Ernie: Isn’t he in gaol? 


SHEPPEY: No, the magistrate said ’e’d give ’im another 
chance this time, ’im ’aving been out of work so long, 
and not ’aving ’ad anything to eat for two days. 

Erniz: But the copper told you he’d been in jug two or 
three times before. 

SHEPPEY: Yes, ’e’s ’ad bad luck. That’s right. ’E’s never ’ad 
a chance really. 

FLORRIE: Oh, and are you going to give him one? 

SHEPPEY: That’s the idea. 

[The door is opened and the Doctor comes in. He is a 
middle-aged, red-faced man, and very hearty. 


Docror: May I come in? 
SHEPPEY; Why, doctor, where ’ave you sprung from? 


Docror: I was just passing and I thought I’d look in and 
see how you were getting along. 


SHEPPEY: I’ve never been better in my life. I’m going back 
to work next Monday. 


Docror: You mustn’t try and do too much. When are they 
going to pay you your Sweep money? 

SHEPPEY: In a week or two, I believe. 

Docror: Why don’t you go down to the Isle of Sheppey for 
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a bit, and have another look at that cottage you’ve had 
your eye on? 

SHEPPEY: I’m not going to buy that now. 

Docror: Oh, why not? I thought your heart was set on it. 

SHEPPEY: [With a sigh] I know. I can’t. Not now. I 
should never ’ave a moment’s peace, 

Docror: You'll have to be looking out for a nice safe 
investment then. Don’t put too many eggs in one 
basket, that’s all. 

SHEPPEY: I’ve just been talking about that to my family. 
I’d be very much obliged if you’d tell them I’m in full 
possession of my senses. 

Docror: Why? What’s the trouble? 

SHEPPEY: Well, you see, it’s my money, isn’t it? I don’t see 
why I shouldn’t do what I like with it. 

Docror: And what do you want to do with it? 

SHEPPEY: Clothe the naked and visit the sick, give food to 
’im that is a’ungered and drink to ’im that is athirst. 

Docror: Very praiseworthy of course, within reason. 
What put the idea into your head? 

SHEPPEY: It came. A great white light. 

Docror: Oh, yes. I see. Of course it’s a thing to think 
over. What we’ve got to do before we go any further 
is to get you fit and strong. At your age one can’t take 
liberties with one’s constitution. I don’t mind telling 
you I don’t like this high blood pressure of yours. Often 
has funny effects. D’you see things? 

SHEPPEY: I see you. 

Docror: Yes, of course. I mean, do you see things other 
people don’t see? 

SHEPPEY: I see wickedness and vice beating the land with 
their wings. 

[The Docror looks at him meditatively, wondering what 
he shall ask him next, when Mrs. MILLER comes in. 
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Mrs. Mitier: Sheppey, there’s a man at the door says you 
told him to come here. 


SHEPPEY: That’s right. 
[CooPER appears at the open door. He is a ragged- 
looking fellow in a cap, with a scarf round bis neck. 
SHEPPEY: Come in, old man. Pleased to see you. Found 
your way all right? 
Cooper: I ’ave good reason to remember. 
SHEPPEY: You'll stay to supper, won’t you? 
Cooper: I don’t mind if I do. 
Mrs. Miiiter: Who is ’e, dad? 
SHEPPEY: He’s your brother. 


Mrs, Miiuer: That! That’s no brother of mine. I ’aven’t 
got a brother and no one knows that better than what 
you do. 


SHEPPEY: ’E’s your brother and my brother. 


Mrs. Mriuuzr: I never ’ad but one brother. "Is name was 
Percy, and ’e died of meningitis when ’e was seven years 
ofage. [Io Coorer.] What’s your name? 


Cooper: Cooper, mum. Jim Cooper. 


Mrs. Miuzr: I never even knowna Cooper. [To Sueprey.] 
What are you going to do with him? 


SHEPPEY: ’E’s ’ungry and I’m going to give ’im food. ’E’s 
’omeless and I’m going to give ’im shelter. 

Mrs. Mruuer: Shelter? Where? 

SHEPPEY: ’Ere. In my ’ouse. In my bed. 

Mrs. Mixtzier: In my bed? And where am I to sleep, then? 

SHEPPEY: You can sleep with Florrie. 


FLoRRIE: I can tell you who he is, mum. He’s the chap dad 
caught sneaking the doctor’s coat and he’s been in and 
out of prison half a dozen times. He’s a thief. 


Cooper: Ere, who are you a’calling a thief 
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Frorriz: Well, you are, aren’t you? 

Cooper: I may be. But if you was a man I'd like to see you 
say It. 

Frorriz: [To Bessre.] And as for you. You’rea tart. 

Brssre: You can call me that if you like, but when I had my 
little flat in Kennington I described myself as an actress. 

Mrs. Miuuer: Supper’s ready. If you don’t want it to spoil 
you'd better finish laying the cloth, Florrie. 

[FLoRRIE sinks down on a chair and gives a sob. 

Frorriz: What a humiliation! What a humiliation for 
people in our position! 

Mrs. Mier: I thought this Sweep money was going to 
bring us all peace and ’appiness. It don’t look much like 
that now. 

SHEPPEY: Peace and ’appiness, that’s what we’re all looking 
for, but where are we going to find it? 


END OF ACT TWO 


ACT THREE 


The Scene is the same as in the preceding Act. 
FLORRIE is at the window, looking out. Brssie comes in. She has 
an exercise book in her hand. 


Bessiz: Your ma says, what’s this doing in the kitchen? 
She very nearly throwed it away. 


Frorriz: I shouldn’t have cared if she had. It’s my exercise 
book. Fat chance I’ve got of going to France now. 


Bessig: It’s a long lane that has no turning. 

FuLorRiE: What’s the time? [She looks out of window again.] 

Brssiz: Getting on for six. Expecting somebody? 

FLorRRIE: Yes and no. 

Bessiz: Dead-and-alive street this. You never see anything 
going on. 

FLorrie: It’s a very good class of street, that’s why. 

Bessie: I don’t say it isn’t. 

Fiorrig: How much longer are you going to stay here? 


Brssiz: It depends on your pa. I mean, as far as I’m con- 
cerned, I’m sure I don’t want to stay where I’m not 
wanted. You don’t like me, do your 

Fiorriz: Oh, I don’t mind you. After the first shock, I 
mean you being an immoral woman and me being 
virtuous, I can’t see you’re any different from anybody 
else. 


Bsssiz: I don’t feel different. 
Fiorriz: Of course at first I thought you were after dad. 


Brssiz: Me? I like your pa as a friend. But that’s all. 
261 
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FLorriz: Ernie says he wouldn’t be surprised if it hadn’t 
been going on ever so long. 

Bessiz: He doesn’t know what he’s talking about. 

FLorriz: Ernie’s very respectable. And when you’re very 
respectable you always believe the worst of people. 

Besstz: You’re worried about Ernie, aren’t you? 

Fiorriz: Well, all this has been an upset to him. 


Brssiz: I can quite understand that. Men don’t like sur- 
prises. They always want things to go on in the same old 
way. They’re not like women. Anything for a change. 
Men are awfully conventional, you know. 


FLoRRIE: You see, we were going to be married next month, 
and now I don’t know when it’ll be. 


Bzssiz: Oh, I say. I know what it is when you’ve made all 
your plans and then something happens. 

FLoRRIE: He wants to break it off. 

Bessie: He hasn’t said so? 

FLorriz: No. But I know he’s got it in his mind. Only he’s 
got his self-respect to think of, he’s got to find an 
excuse. Mum says if he wants to break it off it shows he 
doesn’t really love me. But she doesn’t know men like I 
do. 

Bessiz: They want knowing. There’s no mistake about 
that. 

FrorrieE: I wish you’d give me some advice. You ought to 
know more about men than most people. 


Bessrz: Well, Til tell you. They’re near, they'll spend 
money if they can make a splash, but if they think no 
one’ll know, they’re as mean as cat’s meat. They’re 
timid, you know, make a scene in public and they’ll 
just go all to pieces. Some of them don’t like to 
see a woman cry. But you have to be careful not to 
cry too much, you may drive them away, and my 
experience is, if a man once goes, he don’t come back. 
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It’d be a tough job dealing with them if they didn’t like 
flattery. You can’t lay it on too thick, my dear, they can 
never have enough of it. Flattery’s meat and drink to 
them. They’ll listen to it for hours. You get sick and 
tired, but there they are, as fresh as a daisy, just eating it. 

FLorriE: It’s easy for you. I’m so much in love with 
Ernie. I’d forgive him anything. 

Bgssiz: It’s bad when it takes you like that. It makes you so 
helpless. 

FLorrig: When you’re in love with a man like J am with 
Ernie he does aggravate you so. 

Bessiz: I know. It does seem as if they’ve got no sense 
sometimes. 

Fiorriz: Ernie’s stuck on politics for some reason. 

Brssiz; You have to put up with a man’s ideas. My ex- 
perience is they don’t amount to anything, really, but 
you must never let on you think that. 

[There is a knock at the door. 

Frorrig: That’s his knock. Oh, my heart. It’s thumping so 
I can hardly bear it. 

Bessre: Pll go and open the door for him. You stay here. 

Fiorrig: Thanks. My knees are wobbling so I’d have a job 
to get to the door. 

Besstz: Pull yourself together, dear. If you let a man see he 
means all that to you, he’ll lead you a dog’s life. 

[Se goes out. In a moment ERNIE comes in. He has an 
evening paper in his hand. 

FLorrieE: [Bright and eager.| Ernie! I never recognised your 
knock. This is a surprise. 

Ernie: [On the surly side.] I told you I was coming along 
about now. 


FiorriE: I didn’t know it was so late. Time slips by so 
quickly when you’re busy. 
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Ernie: I see that woman’s here still. What about the 
fellow? 


Frorrie: Cooper? Oh, he’s here. I wonder we haven’t all 
been murdered in our beds by now. 


Ernie: Where’s your dad? 

FLorriz: Out somewhere. I don’t know. [She can’t keep 
it up any longer.) Haven’t you forgotten something, 
Ernie? 

Erniz: Me? 

Fiorriz: You haven’t kissed me. 

Erniz: Sorry. [He goes towards her.] 

Fiorriz: You need not if you don’t want to. 

Erniz: Don’t be so silly. [He kisses her.] 

Frorriz: [C/inging to him.| Oh, Ernie, I’m so miserable. 


Erniz; Of course you’re worried. That’s only natural. 
You can’t expect anyone to like seeing their father make 
a damned fool of himself. 


Fiorriz: I wish he’d never won that beastly money. We 
were all as happy as could be. 


Ernie: I should have thought your mum could have done 
something. 


Fiorriz: That’s what I tell her. She says he won’t listen. 


Erniz: It seems almost a pity you should have given up 
your job. 

Fiorriz: [With a quick look at bim.] I suppose the best thing 
I can do is to look out for another. 

Ernie: It’s no good not looking facts in the face. I don’t 
see how we can marty just yet, Florrie. 

Frorrig: Of course it’s for you to say. 


Ernie: Naturally it’s a disappointment. But we were 
prepared to wait before and I suppose we can wait now. 
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Frorrie: [Clatching ber hands in her wretchedness.| If you want 
to break it off you’ve only got to say so. 

Ernie: Me? Whatever put an idea like that in your head? 

FLorriz: Only that I saw it was in yours. 

Ernie: I wouldn’t let you down, Florrie. Not for anything 
in the world. 

Fiorriz: It’s not much good being engaged if nothing’s 
ever going to come of it. 

Ernie: Who says nothing’s ever going to come of it? 

FLorriE: You don’t love me like you did a month ago. 

ERNIE: That’s a lie. 

Fiorriz: Listen, Ernie, I love you so much, I’ve got to 
know one way or the other. This uncertainty’s killing 
me. 

Ernie: My dear, you must be reasonable. We decided we 
wouldn’t be married till I was in a position to provide 
for you. I didn’t want you to have to work. You’d have 
enough to do looking after the home. And you ought 
to have a kid or two. 

Frorriz: Oh, don’t, Ernie. It makes me feel awful, hearing 
you talk like that. 

Ernie: You must look at my side of it too. 

Frorrig: What d’you mean? 

Erniz: Well, I’m ambitious. I know I’ve got ability. I’ve 
got a good brain. 

Fiorrig: No one’s ever denied that, Ernie. 

Ernie: If I’ve got exceptional powers I ought to use them. 
I don’t want to stick in the common rut. They say you 
can’t keep a good man down, but it’s no use hanging a 
millstone round your neck. 

FLoRRIE: Meaning me? 


Erniz: Of course not. I wasn’t thinking of you. I love you 
no end, Florrie. I’ve never seen a girl I could think of 
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marrying except you and my firm conviction is that I 
never shall. 


FLorRIE: You’re not just saying that to please me? 


ERNIE: No, I swear I’m not. And you mustn’t think that 
what I’m going to say now doesn’t mean I don’t love 
you as much as ever I did. If things come right and we 
could be married to-morrow there wouldn’t be a 
happier chap in London. 


Fiorriz: Well, what is it you’re going to say? 


ERNIE: It’s just this: what your father does is his business, 
and he can do what he likes with his own money. But 
I’m not going to be made to look a fool by any man. 

FLorriz: What’s going to make you look a fool? 

ERNIE: If I have a father-in-law who lives like Jesus of 
course I shall look a fool. How do you expect me to 
keep my authority over the boys I teach when they 
know my father-in-law’s a funny old buffer mixing with 
the lowest of the low, and giving his money away? 
They’d rot the life out of me. 


FLorRIE: It’s not very nice for mum or me. 


Ernie: I think it’s awful for your poor mother. Of course 
it won’t really be so bad for you, having your work in 
the City, and naturally, people there won’t know any- 
thing about it. 


Frorriz: All the same, I don’t see how I can help feeling the 
disgrace of it. 


ERNIE: There you are, you see. Now, put yourself in my 
place. 


Fiorrig: What do you propose? 
Ernigz: Well, I’d rather leave it to you. 


FLoRRIE: I see. 
[Mrs, MILLER comes in. 
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Frorrig: Here’s mum. 

ERNIE: Oh, good evening. 

Mrs. Mitier: Why, Ernie, you’re quite a stranger. 

Ernie: I’ve had a lot of school work to do yesterday and the 
day before. 

Mrs. Miuuer: The place ’as been all upside-down with 
Bessie and that there Cooper being ’ere. 

Ernie: A shame, I call it. 

Mrs. Mituer: The extra work keeps me from thinking and 
that’s something. 

FLorrIE: It isn’t our house any more. It’s a home for 
waifs and strays. 

Erniz: Where’s Sheppey, now? 

Mrs, Mier: ’E ’ad an appointment to see the doctor at 
four. I’m surprised ’e’s not back. It’s gone six. 

Frorrig: You never told me he was going to the doctor’s, 
mum. 

Mrs. MituEr: I thought I’d better not say anything about 
it. It’s not very pleasant. 

ERNIE: Why, what’s upr 

Mrs. Miter: I’d rather not speak about it. 

Frorriz: Oh, go on, mum. We shall have to know sooner 
or later. 

Mrs. Miier: Well, the fact is, Dr. Jervis is making an 
examination as to the state of his mind. I didn’t like the 
idea myself, but ’e said ’e thought ’e ought to. It seems 
so under’and somehow. 

Erniz: How do you mean? 

Mrs. Miiier: Well, Dr. Jervis got Sheppey up there 
pretending ’e wanted to make a thorough examination of 
*is ’eart. Said ’e could do it better in ’is consulting- 
room, where ’e ’ad all ’is instruments, than what he could 
ere. 
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Ernigz: Well, Sheppey’s got a high blood pressure, we know 
that, I mean I shouldn’t be surprised if his heart wasn’t a 
bit wonky. 


Mrs. Mituer: Dr. Jervis ’as got a friend of ’is to come up. 
°E’s a specialist it seems, and ’e’s coming as a great 
favour to Dr. Jervis. ’E’s one of the ’eads at Bethlehem. 

ErnigE: The lunatic asylum! 

[Frorrig with clasped hands begins to move her lips, 
Speaking with soundless words. 


Mrs. Miuer: ’E’s going to pretend ’e’s just dropped in 
for a cup of tea, and then Dr. Jervis is going to ask 
Sheppey to stay and ’ave a cup. And they’re going to 
get ’1m in conversation. Dr. Jervis said it might take 
an hour or more before they come to a decision. I tell 
you I can’t bear it. I can’t bear the idea of letting my 
poor old man walk into a trap like that. 


Ernie: It’s for his own good, isn’t it? 

Mrs. Mrurer: [No¢icing Fiorriz.] Florrie, whatever are 
you doing of? 

Fiorriz: Praying to God. 

Mrs. Miuzr: Not in the sitting-room, Florrie. I’m sure 
that’s not right. 

Frorriz: O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make 
them say he’s potty. O God, make them say he’s potty. 


Mrs. Miuuer: Oh, Florrie, how can you ask God to do a 
thing like that? 

Frorriz: If God makes them say he’s potty he’ll be shut up. 
Then he can’t throw all that money away and he can’t 
make an exhibition of himself. [Going on in a whisper.] 
O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make them 
say he’s potty. 

Mrs. MILierR: They won’t shut him up. I shouldn’t like 
them to do that. Oh, do stop it, Florrie. 
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Frorriz: I won’t stop it. It means life and happiness to me. 
O God, make them say he’s potty, and P’ll give up sugar 
in my tea all through Lent. 


Mrs. Mitzer: That’s not giving up very much. You’re 
trying to break yourself of sugar as it 1s because you 
think it’s fattening. 

Fiorriz: Well, it’s giving up something you like, isn’t it? 
O God, make them say he’s potty, and I promise I won’t 
go to the pictures all next month. [She goes on muttering to 
herself with her hands clasped and her eyes turned to the 
ceiling.| 

Mrs. Mituer: I wish I ’adn’t let Dr. Jervis persuade me. I 
never thought they might want to shut ’im up. 


ERNIE: It’s quite evident he can’t manage his own affairs. 

Mrs. Mityer: ’?Ow do you know? 

ErniIE: Well, it’s obvious, isn’t it? Wanting to give his 
money away. 

Frorrig: [Interrupting herself for a moment.) And filling the 


house with riff-raff. O God, make them say he’s... 
[Her voice dwindles away, but her lips keep on moving.| 


Ernie: It’s not the behaviour of a sane man. Nobody can 
deny that. 


Mrs. MILER: ’Ow do you know ’e’s not sane, and it ain’t 
all the rest of us as are potty? 


Ernig: That’s absurd. Sanity means doing what everybody 
else does, and thinking what everybody else thinks. 
That’s the whole foundation of democracy. If the 
individual isn’t prepared to act the same way as every- 
body else there’s only one place for him and that’s the 
lunatic asylum. 


FLorriE: Don’t argue with her, Ernie. O God, make them 
say... 


Mrs. Miiier: Jesus didn’t do what everybody else did. 
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Frorrre: Oh, mum, don’t talk about Jesus. It’s blas- 
phemous, it really is. Can’t you see I’m praying? 

Erniz: All that was a long time ago. As I was saying to 
Sheppey only the other day, circumstances alter cases. 
We’re civilised now. Besides—mind you, I don’t want 
to say anything offensive, live and let live is my motto, 
and I’m all for toleration—but looking at the facts 
impartially I can’t help seeing there was a lot to be said 
on the other side and if I’d been in Pontius Pilate’s 
position I dare say I’d have done just what he did. 


Mrs. Miirzr: I was brought up different from you. 
Living in the country and all, I never ’ad the opportunity 
to get the education girls get now. I began to earn my 
own living when I was fifteen. 


Frorriz: [Sharp/y.] Mum. We don’t want to go into 
ancient history. [Her dips go on moving as she repeats and 
repeats her prayer.| 

Mrs. MILLER: But we was church-going people, and I used 


to go to Sunday school. Nothing of what Sheppey says 
was new to me, as you might say. 


Frorrig: [Aghast.| Whatever do you mean by that, mum? 


Mrs. Mriiuer: Well, I knew it all, I mean. I’d ’eard it all 
over and over again when I was a girl. I never paid any 
attention to it of course, but when Sheppey brought it 
up again it all come back to me. 


Erni: I may be dense, but really I don’t follow. 
Mrs. Miturr: Sheppey’s right about what Jesus said. 


About giving to the poor and all that. And loving your 
neighbour as yourself. I remember all that. 

Erntz: I dare say you do. But you never knew anyone that 
acted on it, did your 

Mrs. Miniter: They was young ladies as took Sunday 
school at ’ome, and I don’t think they’d ’ave liked it if 
one acted on it. They’d ’ave thought it presuming. 
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Ernie: And so it is presuming. It’s always presumption to 
think you know better than other people. 


Mrs. Mixtzr: I’m sure Sheppey doesn’t mean it like that. 
No one knows ’is place better than what he does. Why, 
I’ve ’eard ’im say twenty times, I like a joke as well as any 
man, but I wouldn’t take a liberty with one of my 
customers any more than I’d like ’im to take a liberty 
with me. 

Fiorriz: [.A/most with agony.) You’re not going to take 
dad’s side? You can’t do that, mum. I mean, think of 
Ernie and me. 


Mrs. Miuer: It’s not a matter of taking sides. I want to 
do what’s best for everybody. But it’s like this, if the 
doctors say ’e’s not quite right in ’is ’ead, well, that 
settles it. But if they say ’e is, then I don’t feel justified in 
preventing ’im from doing what ’e thinks is right. 


Frorriz: Mum. Mum. I think that’s awful. [.A/most in 
tears.| O God, make them say he’s potty. O God, make 
them say he’s potty. 


Mrs. Miirer: I don’t say that I don’t think the idea’s 
peculiar. And I know it won’t be very pleasant for any 
of us. But ’ow doI know ’e’s not right? 


Ernie: I should have thought your common sense would 
have told you that. 


Mrs. Mixer: I’m not clever like you, Ernie. I feel a Jot 
that I can’t exactly say. There’s something in my ’eart 
that says, dear old Sheppey, ’e always was a character. 


Erniz: D’you mean to say you're going to sit there 
twiddling your thumbs and watch him throwing all 
that money down the drain? 


Mrs. Miter: I shan’t like it, of course. I mean, I should 
"ave liked to own this ’ouse and it would ’ave been a 
’elp to ’ave a girl in to do the rough work. But there’s 
something inside me that says, all that don’t matter 
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really; if Sheppey wants to do what Jesus said—well, 
that’s only what you was taught when you was a girl. 

Fiorriz: And what’s to happen to you when the money’s 
gone? You don’t suppose they’d have dad back at the 
shop after making such an exhibition of himself? 


Ernie: And jobs aren’t easy to get these days. Especially 
for a man of Sheppey’s age. 

Mrs. Miier: Well, ’e’s been a good ’usband to me. Never 
a ’arsh word. ’E’s worked for me a good many years. I 
can earn my own living and ’is too. 

Ernig: Easier said than done. 

Mrs. Minter: When one’s as good a cook as what I am, 
and honest, it’s not ’ard to get a job. Why, there’s not 
one of these girls that’s a patch on me. I’m not one for 
praising myself, God knows, but I do know my own 
value. Put me in front of a decent stove and give me the 
materials and not even the Queen of England can turn 
out a better dinner than me. And now, my girl, you’d 
better come and peel the potatoes. 

Frorrig: All right, mum. Are you coming, Ernie? 

Ernig: Yes, I willin a minute. I just want to take a look at 
the paper. 

[Frorrie quickly bites her finger to choke down the tears 
that have sprung to her eyes. The two women go out. 
ERNIE opens the paper, but he does not read it, he 
looks sullenly in front of him. Bussin comes in. He 
gives her a look, but does not speak. He starts reading, 

Bessiz; Anything in the paper? 

ErnIE: No. 

Bzssiz: What are you reading then? 

Erniz: The news. 

Bessie: Racing? 

Erniz: No, political. 
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STELLA: She can’t very well make things much more dis- 
agreeable than she has already. 

Harvester: I’m not so sure of that. That’s why I wanted 
to see her alone. You know she’s not a bad sort, really. 
Now that she’s had half an hour to calm down, I don’t 
see why she shouldn’t be more reasonable. 

STELLA: I wouldn’t count on it in your place. 

Harvester: I don’t myself see what Nurse Wayland has to 
get out of making a fuss. 

STELLA: She’s a very conscientious woman and she mistakes 
her hatred of me for the call of duty. 

HARVESTER: The good are difficult to get on with, aren’t 
they? 

STELLA: [Smiling.] Fortunately they’re so few, it’s not often 
they seriously inconvenience the rest of us. 

HARVESTER: Nurse Wayland has got her knife into you all 
right. 

STELLA: Dr. Harvester, will you tell me something? 

Harvester: If I can. 

STELLA: Do you think it possible that Maurice could have 
guessed—my condition? 

Harvester: I shouldn’t think so. 


STELLA: I’m so thankful. I couldn’t have borne the thought 
that he died rather than expose me to shame and disgrace. 
He was capable of it, you know. 


Harvester: I’m afraid that if Maurice died of an overdose 
of chloral he can’t have taken it himself. 


STELLA: But who could have given it him? 

Harvester: That is the question, isn’t it? 

STELLA: Wild and fantastic notions pass through my mind 
and one is more incredible than the other. 

Harvester: I know. 

STELLA: Why couldn’t that wretched woman leave me fora 
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moment alone with my sorrow? My heart is burning 
with grief. I reproach myself so bitterly. I’m so ashamed 
of myself. You never knew Maurice in the old days. He 
was such a gallant figure. When I was in his room just 
now before all this horror burst upon us, I wept for 
myself as well as him. I wept for all the love I’d borne 
him in years gone by. Oh, how cruel death is. 

Harvester: I know. However often your trade brings you 
in contact with it, you are overcome with the same 
dismay. It’s so desperately final. 

STELLA: I can’t believe that it’s final. It would be too unfair. 
Why shouldn’t it be true what Maurice believed—that we 
are born again? Will you think me silly and childish if 
I tell you something? I have a strange, mystical feeling 
that that brave spirit has entered into the child that I 
shall bear, and that in him Maurice, forgiving me the 
wrong I did him, will live out the life that was his due. 

HARVESTER: There are some who think that if you only 
believe enough that a thing is true, it becomes true. Who 
am I to decide such matters? 


[The door is opened and COLIN comes in immediately 
followed by the NURSE. 

Couin: Here is Nurse Wayland. 

STELLA: Oh, Nurse, Dr. Harvester wishes to speak to you 
by himself. Colin and I will go into the garden. 

Nourse: It’s very kind of you. But I have nothing private 
to say to Dr. Harvester and I do not wish to listen to 
anything Dr. Harvester has to say that anyone else may 
not hear. I want to do nothing underhand. 

Harvester: I’m not going to ask you to do anything 
underhand. 

Nurse: I know exactly what you want to say tome. You’re 
going to point out that everyone here has been very 
kind to me and very generous. And they’re prepared 
to be still kinder and still more generous. And if I make 
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a scandal I shall be exposed to every sort of unpleasant- 
ness and very likely have great difficulty in getting 
another job. On the other hand, if I hold my tongue 
I can go to Japan and have a good time. Well, I won't. 

STELLA: [Coo//y.] That seems very definite. 

Harvester: All the same, I don’t see how it can hurt you 
to listen to me for five minutes. 

STELLA: Now I put my foot down. I’m not prepared to 
allow an appeal on my behalf to be made to Nurse 
Wayland. 

Coum: I think I hear my mother and the major. 

HARVESTER: Then it’s too late. 

[CoLIN goes over to the door and opens it for them. 
Mrs. Tasretr and Major LICONDA enter. 

Mrs. TaBrRet: Have we kept you waiting? I hope you had 
everything you wanted in your room, Nurse. 

NurseE: Everything, thank you, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tasret: Won’t you sit down? There’s no use in your 
tiring yourself. 

Nurse: [S7z¢¢:ng down.| Thank you. 

Mrs. Tasret: Have you been talking things over? 

Harvester: I’ve only just come, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs, Tasret: I suppose we are in Nurse Wayland’s hands. 
What have you decided to do, Nurse Wayland? 

Nurse: I must do what I think is my duty, Mrs. Tabret. 

Mrs. Tasret: Of course. We should all do our duty, and 
how difficult it would be if at the same time we did not 
often make ourselves a trifle disagreeable to others. 

Norse: Mrs. Tabret, Major Liconda asked your daughter-in- 
law a question just before luncheon. She didn’t answer it. 

Liconpa: [To StTE.LA.] I am afraid you must have thought 
me very impertinent. Nurse Wayland said that you were 
going to have a baby, and I asked you if it was true. 
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STELLA: It’s quite true. 


Liconpa: [Struggling with his embarrassment.) Pm in a very 
false position. I am conscious that I am interfering in 
matters that are no affair of mine. 

STELLA: My dear Major, I know that you are kindness itself. 
You’ve known Mrs. Tabret for ages and Maurice and 
Colin when they were small boys. 


Liconpa: All the same you must see how difficult it is 
for me to ask the question that inevitably rises in one’s 
mind. 

Srevia: I'll answer without your asking. Of course it’s 
quite impossible that Maurice should have been the 
father of the child I’m going to have. Since his accident 
he has been my husband only in name. 


Coun: [Going up to her and putting his hand round her shoulders.| 
I am the father, Major Liconda. 

Norse: [Astounded.| Your 

Mrs. Tasret: [Ironically.| Do you mean to say that it escaped 
your sharp eyes, Nurse, that Colin and Stella were in 
love with one another? 

STELLA: [With a little frightencd gasp.| Did _you know? 

Mrs. Tasret: I think nowadays the young are apt to think 
their elders even more stupid than advancing years 
generally make them. 

STELLA: Oh, Mother, what must you think of me? 

Mrs. Tasret: [Dry/y.| Do you very much care? 

STELLA: I suppose I ought to be terribly ashamed of myself. 
I must be sincere. I don’t want to make a pretence of 
remorse that I don’t feel. I can no more help loving 
Colin than I can help the rain falling or the trees bursting 
into leaf. I’m proud of the child he’s given me. 

Nurse: You’re shameless. 


Srevta: [To Mrs. Tasrer.] But you have every right to 
think that I treated Maurice abominably. He’s beyond 
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the reach of pain, but I bitterly regret the pain I’ve 
caused you. I have no excuses to make for myself. 


Mrs. Tasret: My dear, don’t you remember what I said to 
you last night? I thanked you for all you had done for 
Maurice. Did you think I was talking at random? I 
knew then that you were going to have a baby and that 
Colin was its father. 


Coun: Mother, I blame myself so awfully. 


STELLA: You mustn’t do that, darling. [To Mrs. Taprer.] 
If a woman doesn’t want a man to make love to her she 
can very easily prevent it. Living side by side, in the 
same house for so many months, there’s no reason why 
he should ever have looked upon me as anything but 
his sister. I was shameless. I didn’t prevent him from 
making love to me because I wanted him to make love 
to me. I made him love me. 

Couin: Oh, Stella, how could I help loving you? I don’t 
blame myself for that. I blame myself because when I 
knew I loved you I didn’t bolt. 


Mrs. TasreT: Am I right in thinking that then it was too 
later 


CoLIn: Do you remember, when we were kids in India they 
used to tell us of children who could recollect their past 
lives. They’d know who was who in the village and 
recognize the things that had belonged to them before 
and go straight to places that otherwise they couldn’t 
have found. That’s how I felt when I fell in love with 
Stella. I felt that I’'d loved her always and that her love 
was home to me. 


STELLA: Whatever you may think of me, Mother, and how- 
ever badly you think I’ve behaved, I ask you to believe 
that I didn’t give myself to Colin to gratify any passing 
whim. I loved him with all my heart. 


Mrs. Tasret: My dear, I know. You say you made him 
love you. Why do you say that except that you love 
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him so much? You can’t persuade yourself that this 
miracle should have happened that he loves you, too, 
unless you had done it. Love is always diffident. One 
can never be certain of love, one can only be certain of 
affection. 

STELLA: You mustn’t think I didn’t struggle against the 
madness that possessed me. I said to myself that the only 
return I could make Maurice for all the devotion he gave 
me was by remaining faithful to him and loyal. 


Mrs. Tasret: ’m sure you did. 


STELLA: I told myself that Maurice was a cripple, bedridden, 
sick, the victim of an unforeseen misfortune, and that it 
would be foul of me to betray him. I tried to drive Colin 
away. I was beastly to him, rude and sarcastic, and then 
the dumb misery in his eyes broke my heart. I did 
everything except ask him to go. I couldn’t do that. I 
couldn’t. I pretended to myself that it was on your 
account and on Maurice’s. You hadn’t seen him for so 
long. Maurice was so pleased to have him here. 


Mrs. TABRET: It’s quite true that I hadn’t seen Colin for a 
long time, and Maurice was tremendously pleased to 
have him here. 

Nourse: [Wh exasperation.| I don’t understand you, Mrs. 
Tabret. You seem to be going out of your way to find 
excuses for your daughter-in-law. If you knew what 
was going on, why didn’t you stop it? 

Mrs. Tasret: I’m afraid I shall shock you, Miss Wayland; 
I want to put it as delicately as I can, but it’s a matter that 
we English have made indelicate by prudishness and 
hypocrisy. Stella is young, healthy and normal. Why 
should I imagine she has not got the instincts that I had 
at her age? The sexual instinct is as normal as hunger 
and as pressing as the desire to sleep. Why should she 
be deprived of its satisfaction? 


Nurse: [Wsth a Kittle shiver of disgust.] It seems to me that 
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the modern world is obsessed by sex. Is there nothing 
else in it? After all, the answer is that you can’t go 
without food and you can’t go without sleep. But 
you can go without the satisfaction of your sexual 
appetites. 


HARVESTER: But at what price of nervous disorders, crabbed- 
ness, and unhealthy emotions. 


Mrs. Tasrer: When Maurice’s accident made it impossible 
for him and Stella ever to live again as man and wife I 
asked myself if she would be able to support so false a 
relationship. They had loved one another as two healthy 
young things love. Their love was deep and passionate, 
but it was rooted in sex. It might have come about with 
time that it would have acquired a more spiritual 
character, it might have been that the inevitable trials 
of life endured together would have given birth to an 
affection and a confidence in one another that might have 
given a new glow to the fading fires of passion. They 
did not have the time. 

Nurse: [To STELLA, with irony.] May I ask how long you’d 
been married? 

STELLA: I was married to Maurice about a year before he 
crashed. 

Nursz: A year. A whole year. 

Mrs. TaBreET: Out of his suffering a new love did spring 
up in Maurice’s heart, a hungry, clinging, dependent 
love. I didn’t know how long Stella would be content 
with that. 

Norse: [Béfter/y.] No one could say that you had much trust 
in human nature. 

Mrs. Tasret: I have a great deal. As much, in fact, as 
experience has taught me is justified. I knew that Stella’s 
pity was infinite. 

STELLA: Oh, infinite. Poor lamb. 
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Mrs. Tasret: I knew it was so great that she mistook it 
for love, and I prayed that she would never find out her 
mistake. She meant everything in the world to Maurice. 
Everything. At first it was easier when we were strug- 
gling for his life, but when he settled down to being a 
chronic invalid and we knew that he would never be 
anything else I was seized with a great fear. I feared 
that the time would come when she felt she couldn’t 
stand any longer the miserable life that was all he had 
to offer her. If she wanted to go I felt we hadn’t the 
right to prevent her, and I knew that if she went 
Maurice would die. 


STELLA: I would never have left him. It never entered my 
head that it was possible. 

Mrs. Tasrer: I saw the strain that it began to be on her 
nerves. She was as kind as ever, and as gentle, but it 
was an effort, and what is the good you do worth unless 
you do it naturally as the flowers give their scent? 

NursEz: I have never been given to understand that good is 
only good if it’s easy to do. 

Mrs. Tasret: I don’t suppose it is, but if it’s difficult then 
I think it benefits the person who does it rather than 
the person it’s done to. That is why it is more blessed 
to give than to receive. 

Nurse: I don’t understand you. I think what you say is 
odious and cynical. 

Mrs. Tasrer: Then I’m afraid you’ll think what ’'m going 
to say now even more cynical and odious. I found myself 
half wishing that Stella should take a lover. 

Nourse: [W7th horror.] Mrs. Tabret! 

Mrs. Tasret: I was willing to shut my eyes to anything so 
long as she stayed with Maurice. I wanted her to be 
kind and thoughtful and affectionate to him, and I didn’t 
care for the rest. 


Nurse: [Broken/y.] I had such a deep respect for you, Mrs. 
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Tabret. I admired you so much. I used to think that 
when I was your age I’d like to be a woman like you. 


Mrs. Tasrer: When Colin came back and after a while I 
realized that he and Stella were in love with one another, 
I did nothing to prevent the almost inevitable conse- 
quences. I didn’t deliberately say it to myself in so many 
words, that would have shocked me, but in my heart 
was a feeling that this would make it all right for Maurice. 
She wouldn’t go now. She was bound to this house by 
a stronger tie than pity or kindness. 


Liconpba: Didn’t it strike you what great dangers you were 
exposing them to? 

Mrs. T'asret: I didn’t care. I only thought of Maurice. 
When they were children I think I loved them equally. 
But since his accident I haven’t had room in my heart 
for anyone but Maurice. He was everything to me. For 
him I was prepared to sacrifice Colin and Stella. [With 
a little gesture of appeal to SrELuA.] I hope they’ll forgive 
me. 


STELLA: Oh, my dear, as though there was anything for me 
to forgive. 


Nurse: You'll only laugh at me if I say I’m shocked. I 
can’t help it. I’m shocked to the very depths of my 
soul. 


Mrs. TAaBreET: I was afraid you would be. 


Nurse: I would have gone to the stake for my belief that 
no unclean thought had ever entered your head. Didn’t 
it revolt you to think that your son’s wife was having 
an affair with a man under your own roof? 


Mrs. Tasret: I suppose I’m not very easily revolted. I’ve 
lived too long abroad to think that my own standard 
of right and wrong is the only one possible. We all 
know nowadays that morality isn’t one and the same in 
all countries and at all times. There are many things, for 


298 THE SACRED FLAME ACT Ill 


instance, that we think right here and they think wrong 
in India... 

Liconpa: And contrariwise. 

Mrs. Tasret: But I wonder why people don’t see that 
morality isn’t the same for everyone at the same time in 
the same country. I’m not sure that I’d go as far as to 
say that there’s a morality for the rich and a morality for 
the poor, though I’m doubtful, but I do think there’s 
a morality for the young and a morality for the old. 
Perhaps we should all look upon these matters very 
differently if our moral rules hadn’t been made by persons 
who had forgotten the passion and the high spirits of 
youth. Do you think it so very wicked if two young 
things surrender to the instincts that nature has planted 
in them? 

Nursz: Did the probable result never occur to you? 

Mrs. Tasrer: A baby? It persuades me of Stella’s essential 
innocence. If she’d been a loose or abandoned woman 
she would have known how to avoid such an accident. 

Nourse: [Sardouically.| You must admit at all events that 
Maurice’s death has come in the very nick of time to 
get her out of a very awkward predicament. 

STELLA: Nurse, what a cruel—what a heartless thing to say. 


Liconpa: [Stern/y.] You must be very careful, Nurse. That 
sounds extremely like an accusation. 


Nurse: I wanted to accuse nobody. Do me the justice to 
admit that I started by saying that I was not satisfied 
with the circumstances and thought there should be a 
post-mortem. That was my right and my duty. Isn’t 
that so, Dr. Harvester? 

HarvESTER: I suppose it is. 

Norse: You’ve forced me to this. You asked me who could 
have a motive for murdering Maurice Tabret. In self- 
defence I was obliged to tell you that his wife was going 
to have a child of which he couldn’t be the father. 
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STELLA: You talk of your duty, Miss Wayland. Are you 
sure that your motive for all this is anything more than 
yout bitter hatred of me? 


Norse: [Scornfully.] Why should I hate your Believe me, I 
only despise you. 


STELLA: You hate me because you were in love with 
Maurice. 


Nurse: [ Vzolent/y.] IP What do you mean? You're insulting 
me. How dare you say that? 


STELLA: [Coo//y.] You gave it away. It had often seemed to 
me that you were fonder of Maurice than a nurse 
generally is of her patient and I used to chaff him about 
it. It never struck me that it was serious till this morning. 
Then you betrayed yourself in every word you said. 
You were madly in love with Maurice. 


Nurse: [Defiantly.] And if I was, what of it? 


STELLA: Nothing, except that it’s my turn to be shocked. 
I think it was rather horrible and disgusting. 


Nurse: [W47¢h increasing emotion.] Yes, I loved him. My love 
grew as I saw yours fade. I loved him because he was 
so helpless and so dependent on me. I loved him because 
he was like a child in my arms. I never showed him my 
love, I would sooner have died, and I was ashamed 
because sometimes I thought, notwithstanding every- 
thing, he saw it. But if he saw it he understood and was 
sorry for me. He knew how bitter it is to long for the 
love of someone who has no love to give you. My love 
meant nothing to him, he had no room’ in his heart 
for any love but the love of you, and you had no use 
for it. He asked for bread and you gave him a stone. 
You think you were so kind and considerate. If you’d 
loved him as I loved him you’d have seen how less 
than nothing was all you did for him. I could think of 
a hundred ways to give him happiness, they would have 
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meant nothing to him, and you hadn’t the love to think 
of them. 


STELLA: Miss Wayland, I’m sorry for what I said just now. 
It was stupid of me and rather horrid. I suppose there 
is something beautiful in love, of whatever kind it 1s. 
Will you let me thank you for the love you gave my 
husband? 


Norse: [Violently.] No, it’s an impertinence to offer me 
your thanks. 


STELLA: I’m sorry you should think that . . . It’s quite true 
that I didn’t love Maurice, at least not with the love of 
a woman for a man. I’m deeply conscious of the fact, 
and often I reproached myself because I couldn’t feel— 
when at one moment I hadn’t been able to help feeling. 
It seemed so ungrateful and so unkind. He was no more 
to me than a very dear friend for whom I was desperately 
SOrTy. 

Nurse: Do you think he wanted your pity? 

STELLA: I know he didn’t. But pity was all I had to give 
him. Who was it that said that pity was akin to love? 
There’s all the world between them. 


Nurse: [With angry vehemence.] Yes, all the hideousness 
of sex. 


STELLA: And do you believe there was nothing of sex in 
your love for Maurice? It was because I felt that there 
was in it an abnormal aborted sexuality that at the first 
moment it gave me a little shiver of repulsion. 


Nurse: [With a passionate emotion.) No. No. My love for 
that poor boy was as pure and as spiritual as my love 
for God. There was never a shadow of self in it. My 
love was compassion and Christian charity. I never 
asked anything but to be allowed to serve and tend him. 
It was a sufficient reward for me to be able to wash and 
dry his poor wasted limbs and to hold the mirror in front 
of him while he shaved. I never touched his lips till they 
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were cold in death. And now I’ve lost everything that 
made life lovely to me. What was he to your What was 
he to his mother? To me he was my child, my friend, 
my lover, my god. And you killed him. 


STELLA: That’s a lie! 


Liconpa: Come, Nurse Wayland, you have no right to say 
that. 

Norse: [Beside herse/f.] It’s true and you know it! 

Liconpa: [Impatiently.| 1 know nothing of the kind. I only 
know that you’ve worked yourself into a state in which 
you are saying all sorts of things for which you have no 
justification. 

STELLA: [With a tolerant shrug of the shoulders.] My dear, I 
could no more have killed Maurice than I could walk 
a tight rope. Doesn’t it occur to you that there was 
nothing to prevent my leaving him? Who could have 
blamed me? 

Nourse: How would you have lived? You haven’t a penny 
of your own. I’ve heard you tell Maurice a hundred 
times that you had to mind your p’s and q’s because he 
was your only means of livelihood. 

STELLA: I certainly shouldn’t have repeated a feeble little 
joke so often. I suppose I could have worked. 

Nourse: [Scornfully.] You! 

STELLA: Pve often noticed that the average woman who 
works for a living looks upon it as a little miracle and 
can never believe that any other can be clever enough 
to do the same thing. I needn’t have become a nurse, 
you know. I might have made hats or invented a face 
cream. 

Nourse: Do you think this is the time to make cheap jokes? 

STELLA: I shouldn’t have thought so. But you surely began 
when you accused me of poisoning my husband. 

Nursz: Do you know what it means to work for one’s 
living? Do you think one doesn’t often feel tired and ill 
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but goes on because it’s one’s job? Do you think one 
doesn’t want to go and have fun like other girls? All your 
life you’ve been petted and spoiled and pampered. And 
you were going to have a child. How could you have 
worked? 

Coin: You’re really going too far, Miss Wayland. We can’t 
stand here and let you insult Stella. The situation is 
preposterous. 


STELLA: There was Colin, you know, Miss Wayland. I don’t 
think he would have left me in the lurch. 


Cottn: He certainly wouldn’t. 


Nurse: And what would you have had to go through before 
he could marry you? Not only exposure to your husband. 
But the divorce court. It wouldn’t have been a very 
pretty case. 


STELLA: It would have been horrible. 


Nurse: [With a gesture towards Couin.] Do you think his 
love would have stood that testP Are you sure he 
wouldn’t have hated you for the disgrace you had thrust 
upon him? Men are sensitive, you know, more sensitive 
than women, and they’re afraid of scandal. 


STELLA: I may not be typical of my sex. I don’t think I 
should like it either. 

Nurse: [Wéth all the scorn of which she is capable.| You don’t 
have to tell me that. Why are you letting me stand 
here and talk as I’m talking, but that you think you can 
persuade me or bribe me into holding my tongue? Why 
haven’t these men, who are your friends and who hate 
me, thrown me out? Because they’re afraid of me. 
They’re afraid of scandal. They’re afraid of publicity. 
Is that true? 

STELLA: Very probably. 

Nurse: And you’re not only afraid of scandal, you’re afraid 
of your neck. 

STELLA: No, that’s not true. 
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Nourse: You were in a hopeless situation. There was only 
one way out of your difficulties. You know as well as I 
do that your treachery, your monstrous cruelty would 
have broken your husband’s heart. You couldn’t face 
that. You preferred to kill him. 

STELLA: You’ve known me for five years, Nurse Wayland. 
I don’t know how you can think me capable of such 
wickedness. 

Nurse: Your husband trusted and loved you. He was bed- 
ridden. He was defenceless. I know that if you’d had 
a spark of decent feeling you couldn’t have treated him 
as you did. If you were capable of being unfaithful to 
him you were capable of killing him. 

Mrs. Tasret: [With her thin smile.| Are you not falling into 
a rather vulgar error, my dear? I know that when people 
talk of a good woman they mean a chaste one, but 
isn’t that a very narrow view of goodness? Chastity is 
a very excellent thing, but it isn’t the whole of virtue. 
There’s kindness and courage and consideration for 
others. I’m not sure if there isn’t also humour and 
common sense. 

Nurse: Are you defending her for having been untrue to 
your son 

Mrs. Tasret: I’m excusing her, Nurse Wayland. I know 
she gave Maurice all she could. The rest was not in 
her power. 

Nurse: Oh, I know how you look upon these things. No- 
thing matters very much. There’s no guilt in sin and 
no merit in virtue. 

Mrs. T'asret: May I tell you a little story about myself? 
When I was still a young woman, with a husband and 
two children, I fell madly in love with a young officer 
who had charge of the police in my husband’s district 
and he fell madly in love with me. 


Liconpba: Millie! 
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Mrs. TAsRET: J’m an old woman now and he’s an elderly 
retired major. But in those days we were all the world 
to one another. I didn’t yield to my love on account of 
my boys. It nearly broke my heart. Now, you know, 
I’m very glad 1 didn’t. One recovers from the pain of 
love. When I look at that funny old-fashioned major 
now I wonder why he ever excited in me such turbulent 
emotions. I could have told Colin and Stella that in 
thirty years it wouldn’t matter much if they’d resisted 
their love. But people don’t learn from the experience 
of others. 


Nursz: You resisted, you can always say that you clung to 
the right. 


Mrs. Tasret: J think it was easier then, you know, for in 
that far-distant time we attached more importance to 
chastity than we do now. Yes, I resisted, but because I 
know the anguish it was, I feel I have the right to forgive 
those who were less virtuous, or perhaps only more 
courageous, than I. 


Nurse: It is only by overcoming temptation that we 
strengthen our souls. 


Mrs. TAsRET: Perhaps. But I’ve sometimes noticed that 
our most spectacular victories are over temptations that 
don’t really tempt us very much. When I consider 
human nature and temptation I can’t help thinking of a 
river and its banks. So long as too much water doesn’t 
flow down between them the banks do their work 
very well, but let a flood come and they’re useless. The 
river overflows and havoc follows. 


STELLA: Oh, my dear, you’re so kind and so wise. 
Mrs. TasreT: No, darling, I’m only so old. 


Liconpa: [Kindly, but quite firmly.) Stella, Miss Wayland’s 
accusation is very definite and must be met. 


SreLua: Her accusation is absurd. 
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Liconpa: If Maurice died of an overdose of chloral, it was 
administered by somebody. 

STELLA: I suppose so. 

LICONDA: Can you suggest anyone who had the slightest 
motive for wishing he was dead? 

STELLA: No. 

Liconpa: I’m sure you want to help us to get at the truth. 
You must forgive me if I ask you some embarrassing 
questions. 

STELLA: Of course. 

Liconpa: What did you propose to do when you discovered 
you were going to have a baby? 

STELLA: I was frightened. At first I couldn’t believe it. I 
didn’t know what to do. 

Liconpa: You were aware that it couldn’t be concealed 
very long? 

STELLA: Naturally. I thought something would happen. I 
was distracted. 

Liconpa: Did you tell anyone? 

STELLA: No, I was trying to screw up courage to ask Dr. 
Harvester what I had better do. I didn’t mind for 
myself. It was Maurice I was thinking of. 

Liconpa: You must have had some plan. 

STELLA: Oh, a hundred. I thought of nothing else day and 
night. I tried to find out if there wasn’t some place I 
could go to. I thought if the worst came to the worst I 
could get Dr. Harvester to say I was ill and run down 
and wanted a change and I could go away till the baby 
was born. 

LiconpA: I suppose you never thought of making a clean 
breast of it to Maurice? 

STELLA: No, never. It would have broken his heart. He 
would have forgiven me. He loved me so much. But 
I couldn’t bear that he should lose that immense belief 
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he had in me. It meant everything to him. 

Liconpa: You appear to have been the last person who 
saw him alive? 

STELLA: Yes, 1 went in to say good night to him just before 
I went up to bed. 

Liconpa: What did you say to him then? 

STELLA: Nothing particular. 

Liconpa: Didn’t you say that he’d been very much upset? 
He’d cried. 

STELLA: Yes. Earlier in the evening, before he went to bed. 

Liconpa: Why was he upset? 

STELLA: Need I tell you? It was so very private. 

Liconpa: No, of course not. I have no right to ask you 
anything. Only there is something very strange about 
the whole thing and for your own sake I think it would 
be better if you told us everything. 

STELLA: He broke down because he couldn’t love me as 
he wanted to love me. He would have so liked to have 
a baby. 

Liconpa: And when you said good night to him did he 
make no further reference to that? 

STELLA: No, none. He’d quite recovered. He was in 
perfectly good spirits again. 

Liconpa: What did he say? 

STELLA: He just asked me if we’d enjoyed our snack and 
then he said, you’d better get off to bed. I said, I’m 
simply dropping, and I kissed him and said, Good 
night, old thing. 

Liconpa: How long were you in his room 

STELLA: Five minutes, 

Liconpa: Did he say that he felt sleepy? 

STELLA: No. 


Liconpa: I suphose you knew where the chloralin was 
kept. 
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STELLA: Vaguely. I knew that all his bottles and things were 
in the bathroom. He hated his bedroom to be littered 
about. 

Liconpa: Did he ask you for anything before you went? 


STELLA: No, there was nothing he wanted. Nurse Wayland 
had fixed him up quite comfortably. 

Nurse: [To STELLA freezing/y.] You don’t understand. Major 
Liconda is giving you an opportunity of saying that 
your husband asked you for the chloralin and you, 
thinking no harm, gave it to him. You saw him take 
out five or six tabloids and then you replaced the bottle 
on the shelf. 

STELLA: [With trony.| I never thought of that. That would 
have been quite a good way out if I’d poisoned my 
husband. No, Major, Maurice never asked me for the 
chloralin and I never gave it to him. 


Nurse: May I ask a question now? 
STELLA: Certainly. 


Nurse: Why were you so upset when I came in this morning 
and told you I’d been into your husband’s room? 


STELLA: Do you mean when you said he was dead? Did 
you expect me to go on eating an egg as though you’d 
said it was a fine day? 

Nourse: No, you didn’t know he was dead then. You 
couldn’t have known unless you’d had second sight. 


STELLA: Oh, I see what you mean now. I was angry with 
you for going into his room before he was called. Sleep 
is such a precious and lovely thing. I think one should 
never wake anyone without reason. 

Norse: Are you sure you weren’t afraid I’d gone into his 
room too soon? Supposing he’d been still alive and it 
had been possible to save him? 

STELLA: You’ve quite made up your mind that I murdered 
Maurice, haven’t you? 
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Nurse: I’m not the only one. 

STELLA: What makes you think that? 

Nurse: Why do you suppose the Major gave you that loop- 
hole by suggesting that your husband asked you to 
give him the tabloids? 

Liconpa: [With some acerbity.] You have done what you 
thought your duty, Miss Wayland. Well and good. If 
now you have other things to do, I don’t think we need 
take up any more of your time. 

Nourse: I'll go. There’s nothing more for me to do here. I 
know you all hate me and you think I’ve done what 
I’ve done from unworthy motives. I started packing 
my things while you were having lunch. I shall be 
ready in ten minutes. 

Mrs. TABRET: You must take your time, Nurse. 

Nourse: Believe me, I’m just as anxious to leave this house 
as you are to get rid of me. I shall be grateful if I can 
have a taxi rung up. 

Mrs. Tasret: Colin will get on to the rank. Perhaps you’d 
better get on at once, darling. 

Coun: All right, Mother. 

[He opens the door for the Nurse and follows her out. 
The others watch her go in silence. The door is closed. 

Mrs. TABRET: Poor Miss Wayland. She has right on her 
side, you know, and she feels like a criminal. One can’t 
help feeling sorry for a girl who has so much virtue 
and so little charm. 

Liconpa: Might I speak to Stella alone for a minute? 

Mrs. TasreT: If you wish to. Come with me, Dr. Harvester. 

Harvester: With pleasure. 

Mrs. TAsrRzT: It’s too bad that you should have to waste 
so much time on what is no business of yours. 

Harvester: Believe me, I’d give a farm to be quite certain 
of that. 

[They go out. 
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Liconpa: Stella, what are you going to do? 

STELLA: I don’t know. What can I do? I feel like a rat in 
a trap. 

Liconpa: It’s obvious that the matter can’t rest here. It 
can’t be hushed up now. 


STELLA: What is going to happen, then? 


Liconpba: I suppose Dr. Harvester must communicate with 
the coroner. There'll be a post-mortem. If, as I’m 
afraid seems almost certain, Maurice is found to have 
died of an overdose of chloral there'll be an inquest 
and we shall have to await the verdict of the jury. 

STELLA: And then? 


Liconpa: If they find that poison was administered by a 
person unknown I imagine that the police will step in. 
I am afraid you must be prepared for a very terrible 
ordeal. 

STELLA: Do you mean that I should be tried for murder? 

Liconpa: It might be that the Director of Public Pro- 
secutions would think that there was insufficient evidence 
to justify him in instituting proceedings. 

STELLA: Whatever else I’ve done you must know that it’s 
incredible that I can be guilty of such a monstrous 
crime. 

Liconpa: Let us get the facts quite straight. I’m afraid it’s 
no good blinking them. You were going to have a child 
of which Maurice was not the father. You were des- 
perately anxious that he shouldn’t know of your con- 
dition. 

STELLA: Desperately. 

Liconpa: Something had happened between you that had 
greatly distressed him. You were the last person that 
saw him. He was allowed to sleep on in the morning as 
long as he could. You were very angry when you found 
the nurse had gone into his room. He was dead. Five 
tabloids of chloralin are missing from the bottle and he 
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couldn’t possibly have got them himself. Who gave 
them to him? 

STELLA: How can I tell? 

Liconpa: My dear, you know that I desire to help you. I 
am your friend. It’s no good beating about the bush. 
You’re in a frightful situation. 

STELLA: Do you think I’m guilty? 

Liconpa: Do you want the truth? 

STELLA: Yes. 

Liconpa: I don’t know. 

STELLA: [As though she were thinking it over.| I see. 

Liconpa: Of course, it’s only circumstantial, but it all hangs 
together pretty well. You can hardly be surprised if 
suspicion falls on you. 

STELLA: [With a touch of humour.| It hangs together beauti- 
fully. If I didn’t know I hadn’t poisoned Maurice I 
should say I must be guilty. There’s only one thing I 
can say on the other side. J should have thought any- 
one who knew me at all would know I couldn’t have 
poisoned Maurice. 

Liconpa: In the course of my career I’ve had to do with a 
lot of crime. To me one of the shattering things about it 
has been to notice that the most law-abiding and decent 
person may be driven to commit one. There are very 
few of us who can say that we shall certainly never do so. 
Sometimes crime seems to come to a man as accidentally 
as a chimney pot may fall on his head when he’s walking 
down the street. 

STELLA: [Wh a shudder.] It’s rather terrible. 


Liconpba: It’s not my business to judge you. I can only feel 
the deepest sympathy for the dreadful position you are 
in. You know what we English are and how un- 
charitably we regard sexual delinquencies. A jury 
would be greatly prejudiced against you when they 
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were told that you had committed adultery with your 
brother-in-law. 

STELLA: Poor Colin. He’ll have to put up with a good deal, 
won't he 

LiconDa: Do you love him very much? 

STELLA: I love him as I never loved Maurice. My love for 
Maurice was open and sunny. It seemed as natural as 
the air I breathe. I thought it would last for ever. But 
in my love for Colin there is all my pain and my remorse 
and the bitterness of knowing that it’s possible for love 
to die. 

Liconpba: Yes, that is bitter, isn’t it? It makes life look such 
a sell. 

STELLA: Wouldn’t it be possible in any way to keep Colin 
out of it? 

Liconpa: Oh, I’m afraid not. Anyhow that is a question 
we can discuss with the lawyers. We must find out who 
ate the best people to go to. There’s one thing I should 
like to impress upon you at once. Don’t try to hide 
anything from your lawyers. The only chance an 
accused person has is to tell his advisers the absolute 
truth. 

STELLA: I have told the truth from the beginning. 

Liconpa: I hope to God you have. 

[Cotin comes in. She sweeps up to him in a sudden 
Storm of agitation. 

STELLA: Oh, Colin, you believe in me, don’t you? You 
know I couldn’t have done what they accuse me of. 

Coun: [Taking her in bis arms.) Darling. Darling. 

STELLA: Oh, Colin, I’m so frightened. 

Coun: There’s nothing to be frightened of. You're 
innocent. They can’t touch you. 

STELLA: Whatever happens it means that we’re finished. 
All our love is going to be told to everyone and they’ll 
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make us appear beastly and vicious. They'll say horrible 
things about me. They’ll never know how hard I tried 
to resist. People blame you because you fall, they give 
you no credit for the effort you made to save yourself. 
The past counts for nothing. 

Coin: It’s so cruel that I who’d give my life for you should 
have brought all this misery on you. 

STELLA: How can I expect you to stay loving me when we’ve 
gone through what we’ve got to go through? Oh, the 
shame of it. Where should we go to hide our heads? 

Couin: I shall love you always. You’re all the world to me 
You’re all the world I want. 

STELLA: Men used to try to flirt with me. It meant so little, 
I only laughed at them. Until you came the thought 
never entered my head that I could be unfaithful to 
Maurice. I wasn’t troubled. I just put all that side of 
life on one side and never thought of it. I never knew 
T loved you till it was too late. 

Coun: The only thing I ask you is never to regret that you 
loved me, whatever happens. 

STELLA: No, I shall never do that. I can’t. 

Coun: [With all his tenderness.| Oh, my love. My sweetness. 

STELLA: But what a rotten trick fate has played on me. I 
look as though I were a bad, beastly woman, and when 
I look into my heart I can’t see any wickedness. What 
a punishment because I couldn’t resist the love that 
swept me up, as a gust of wind in March sweeps up last 
year’s dead leaf. 

Coin: Whatever the punishment is we can bear it together. 
Let’s take our medicine, Stella; whatever happens, they 
can’t take us away from one another. 

STELLA: [Desperately.] Major Liconda, what are we to do? 
Can’t you say something to help us? 

Liconpa: [Very gravely, in a low voice.) How can I advise 
you? I can only tell you what I should do in your place. 
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STELLA: What is that? 

Liconpa: If I were innocent I should stick it out. I should 
say to myself, I may have sinned, I don’t know, the 
world says so and the world is my judge. Whatever I did, 
I did because I couldn’t help it and I’m willing to put 
up with what is coming to me. But if I were guilty, 
if in a moment of terror or madness 1 had committed 
an act for which the punishment of the law is death, 
I wouldn’t wait to let justice take its course. I would 
take the surest, quickest way to put myself beyond the 
reach of the law. 

STELLA: I am innocent. 

Liconpa: If you hadn’t been I should have told you that 
in the drawer of my writing-desk is a loaded revolver 
and that no one would prevent your going the few 
steps to my house and letting yourself in through the 
study window. 

[SretLa Jooks at him in horror, fear making her heart 
beat furiously; he drops his eyes and turns his head 
away. There is a terrible silence. Then Nurse 
WAYLAND comes in. She wears now a coat and skirt 
and carries a hat in her hand. StELLA pulls herself 
together. She addresses the NuRSE with relief. She 
1s cool and urbane. 

STELLA: You’ve been very quick, Nurse. 

Nourse: I found I had practically nothing left to pack. Pve 
asked Alice to have my trunk taken downstairs. 

STELLA: The gardener’s here to-day. He can give her a 
hand. 

Nurse: Might I say good-bye to Mrs. Tabret before I go? 

STELLA: I’m sure she’d like you to. She’s in the garden. 


Nurse: [ll go to her. 

STELLA: Oh, don’t bother. Colin will call her. She only 
went out because Major Liconda had something he 
wished to say to me in private. 


314 THE SACRED FLAME ACT III 


[Coin goes to the window and calls. 
Coin: Mother. 
Mrs. Tasrer: [From the garden.) Are you calling me, 
Colin? 
Coin: Nurse Wayland is just going. She would like to say 
good-bye to you. 
Mrs. TAsRET: I'll come. 
[The four persons in the room stand in silence. To all of 
them the moment is fateful. Mrs. TABRET comes in, 
Followed by Dr. HARVESTER. 
Mrs. TABRET: [With a little smile as though nothing very serious 
had happened.) Is your taxi here, dear? 
Nurse: Yes, I saw it drive up from my window. Mrs. 
Tabret, I couldn’t go without thanking you for all your 
kindness to me during the five years I’ve lived here. 


Mrs. Tasret: My dear, you were never any trouble. It was 
never difficult to be kind to you. 


Nourse: I’m dreadfully sorry to have to repay all you’ve 
done for me by bringing this confusion and unhappiness 
upon you. I know you must hate me. It seems frightful, 
but I do ask you to believe that I can’t help myself. 

Mrs. Tasret: Before we part, my dear, I should like if I 
could to release your spirit from the bitterness that is 
making you so unhappy. We’re none of us all of a piece, 
you know. We haven’t one self but half'a dozen. That’s 
why you’re wrong to have been jealous of Stella. You 
gave Maurice everything that one self of him craved 
and that self of his was yours. It may be that we can 
be all things to all men, but can any of us be all things 
to one man, can any man be all things to any one of 
us? I knew a self of Maurice that none of you knew, 
I gave him something that no one else could give. I did 
not interfere with anyone. How ungenerous it would 
have been of me to resent the passion that bound him to 
Stella and the tender, comradely habit that bound him to 
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you. God bless you for the kindness you showed my 
poor Maurice and for the unselfish love you bore him. 
[She takes Nurse WaYLANn’s hands and kisses her on 
both cheeks. 

Nurse: [With a sob.) ’'m so desperately unhappy. 

Mrs. TaBRET: Oh, my dear, you mustn’t lose your admirable 
self-control. No one can make an omelette without 
breaking eggs. And such is the depravity of human 
nature, I suppose even the most respectable citizen feels a 
slight twinge of discomfort when he delivers the 
criminal to justice. 

Liconpa: I suppose you will leave an address, Miss Way- 
land. Dr. Harvester will communicate with the proper 
authorities and I have no doubt they will want to get 
into touch with you. 

HaRvEsTER: I shall go and see the coroner and put the facts 
before him. Would you like to come with me, Nurse? 

Nourse: No. 

Harvester: If Mrs. Tabret doesn’t mind I’ll ring up his 
place from here and find out if he’s in. 

Mrs. TaBret: Of course, I don’t mind, but before you do 
that may I say a few words? 

Harvester: As many as you like. 

Mrs. Tasret: I'll try to be brief. Nurse Wayland is 
mistaken in thinking that Stella was the last person who 
saw Maurice alive. I saw him and spoke to him later. 

Nurse: [With utter amazement.) You! 

HARVESTER: But was he wide awake? If he’d taken thirty 
grains of chloralin he’d have been certainly very drowsy, 
if not comatose. 

Mrs, Tasrer: Wait a minute, Dr. Harvester. Let me tell 
you my story in my own way. 

Harvester: I beg your pardon. 

Mrs. Tasrer: You know that Mautice’s room was just 
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under mine. His windows were always wide open and 
when he couldn’t sleep, and put on his light, I could see 
the reflection from my room. Then I used to slip down 
and sit by him and we’d put out the light and talk. 
Sometimes we talked about his childhood in India and I 
used to tell him of my own youth. But sometimes we’d 
talk about things that few men care to speak of in the 
broad light of day. He’d tell me of his great love for 
Stella and how anxious he was for her welfare and 
happiness. We’d talk of the mystery that surrounds the 
life of man. And often he would fall asleep and I stole 
softly away. We never mentioned these long con- 
versations we had. [With a kttle ironical smile.| The 
position of a woman living in the same house with her 
son and her daughter-in-law is a trifle delicate and I 
didn’t want Stella to think that I was in any way taking 
her place. 


STELLA: My dear, I wouldn’t have grudged you anything. 
Mrs. TABRET: There was no need to. But one shouldn’t put 


human nature to too great a strain. The self that Maurice 
gave me during those long watches of the night was a 
self that only I, his mother, could respond to... . I 
couldn’t sleep last night. There was no light in Maurice’s 
room, but I felt strangely that he was lying awake, too. 
I went downstairs and into the garden and looked in at 
his window. He saw my shadow and said, Is that you, 
mother? I thought you might come in. 


HARVESTER: What time was that? 
Mrs. Tasret: I don’t know. Perhaps an hour after you’d 


left. He told me that he’d taken his sleeping-draught but 
it didn’t seem to be having any effect. He said he felt 
awfully wide awake. And then he said, Mother, be a 
sport and give me another, it can’t hurt just for once, 
and I do want to have a decent sleep. 


HARVESTER: Somehow or other he was very nervous last 


night. I suppose his usual dose wasn’t any good. 
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Mrs. Tasrer: [Very quietly.| Very early after his accident I 
had promised Maurice that if life became intolerable to 
him I would give him the means of putting an end to it. 


STELLA: Oh, God! 


Mrs. Tasret: I said that if his sufferings were so great that 
he couldn’t bear them any more and he solemnly asked 
me to help him, I wouldn’t shirk the responsibility of 
giving him whatever drug was necessary to put to a 
painless end an existence he was no longer willing to 
endure. And sometimes he’d say to me, Does the 
promise still hold? And I answered, Yes, dear, it holds. 


STELLA: [With the greatest agitation.] Did he ask you last 
night? 


Mrs. Tasret: No. 
Liconpa: What happened then? 


Mrs. Tasrer: I knew that Stella’s love meant everything to 
Maurice and I knew that she had none to give him 
because she had given all her love to Colin. What do we 
any of us live for but our illusions and what can we ask of 
others but that they should allow us to keep them? It 
was an illusion that sustained poor Maurice in his 
sufferings, and if he lost it he lost everything. Stella had 
done as much for him as even I, his mother, could ask of 
her. I was not so selfish as to demand from her the 
sacrifice of all that makes a woman’s life worth while. 


STELLA: Why didn’t you give me the chance? 


Mrs. TaBRET: Years ago, when for my sons’ sake I put aside 
the great love I bore to that funny old major standing 
there, I thought that no greater sacrifice could ever be 
asked of me. I know now it was nothing. For I loved 
Maurice. I adored him. I am so lonely now he is dead. 
It was a lovely dream that he dreamed, and J loved him 
too much to let him ever awake from it. I gave him life 
and I took life away from him. 


318 THE SACRED FLAME ACT III 


Nurse: [Horror-struck.] Mrs. Tabretl It’s impossible! How 
dreadful! 

Liconpa: Millie! Milliel What are you going to tell us? 

Mrs. Tasret: I went into the bathroom and climbed on the 
chair and got the bottle of chloralin. I took five tabloids, 
as you know, Nurse Wayland, and I dissolved them in a 
glass of water. I took it in to Maurice and he drank it at a 
gulp. But it was bitter; he mentioned it, and I suppose 
that’s why he left a little at the bottom of the glass. I sat 
by the side of his bed holding his hand till he fell asleep, 
and when I withdrew my hand I knew it was a sleep from 
which he would never awake. He dreamed his dream to 
the end. 

STELLA: [Taking her in her arms.) Oh, Mother, Mother. 
What have you done? And what will be the end of this? 
Oh, I’m so terrified. 

Mrs. TABRET: [Gently releasing herself.| My dear, don’t bother 
about me. What I did I did deliberately and I am quite 
ready to put up with the consequences. I do not seek to 
shirk them. 

STELLA: It’s my fault. It’s my weakness. How can I ever 
forgive myself? What have I done? 

Mrs. TABRET: You mustn’t be silly and sentimental. You 
love Colin and Colin loves you. You mustn’t think about 
me nor distress yourselves at what happens to me. You 
must go away and in America you can marry and have 
your child and you must forget the past and the dead. 
For you are young and the young have a right to life and 
the future belongs to them. 


Cottw: Mother, darling. Oh, Mother, you make me so 
ashamed. 


Mrs. Tasret: My son, I love you, too. I have your 
happiness very much at heart. 


Liconpa: Millie. My dear, dear Millie. 
Mrs. TaBret: [ With a slightly grim smile.) Well, Nurse Way- 
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land, you see you were quite right. Of course, I ought to 
have replaced the tabloids by others, aspirin or chlorate 
of potash, but as you said just now murderers often make 
mistakes and I’m not an habitual criminal. 

[Tere 1s a moment's pause. 

Nurse: Dr. Harvester, are you still willing to sign the death 
certificate? 

HARVESTER: Yes. 

Nurse: Then sign it. If there were ever any question I am 
prepared to swear that I left the tabloids on Mautrice’s 
table by his bed. 

STELLA: Nurse Wayland! 

Mrs. Tasret: [Io HARvEsTER.] Isn’t it a dreadful risk 
you’re taking? 

HarveEstTEr: Damn it, I don’t care. 

Liconpa: Oh, Nurse, we’re so grateful to you, so infinitely 
grateful. 

[NursE WayLanp ¢hrows herself down on her knees and 
clasps Mrs. TABRET in her arms. 

Nursse: Oh, Mrs. Tabret, ’ve been so horrible. I’ve been 
petty and revengeful. I never knew how mean I was. 
Mrs. TAbRET: Come, come, my dear, don’t let any of us get 
emotional. We are both of us lonely women now. Let 
us cleave to one another. So long as you and I can keep 


our love for Maurice alive in our hearts he is not entirely 
dead. 


THE END 


